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Lance was a chief of the Blackfoot tribe, one of the North Ame 
s to be resettled on reservations in Canada and near the Uni 
’ border at the turn of the century. He was a distinguished man, not 
great Indian: he mastered the white man’s language comparatiy ely 
life; he won medals for gallantry during the First World War; he 
ned himself a reputation as a writer in the early 1920s on the Ind 
lem; and he devoted himself to the welfare of his people in a chang 


. which they did not understand. 
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Foreword 


It was altogether another and a different book that my friend Buffalo 
Child Long Lance might have written. He might have written to tell how 
he won scholastic and athletic honours at Carlisle and at Manlius; of how, 
while mastering the white man’s tongue, he learned half a dozen tribal 
languages other than his own; of how, having received a Presidential 
award of appointment to West Point, he threw away that most cherished 
dream of his—the dream of being a full-blooded Indian officer of our 
regular army—to cross the line in 1914 and at the first call for recruits for 
overseas service to enlist in the Canadian forces; of how, going in as a 
private, he came out at the end of the World War, as a captain of 
volunteers, his body covered with wounds and his breast glittering with 
medals bestowed for high conduct and gallantry; of how he fought as a 
~ sniper, as a raider, as a leader of forlorn hopes in the trenches and across 
No-Man’s-Land; of how his own people conferred upon him the chief- 
tainship of one of the four principal bands of the Northern Blackfeet; of 
how, beginning as a reporter on a provincial paper, he has earned for 
himself distinction as a writer for magazines. 

He might have told these things but, being an Indian, he didn’t. And I 
_ for one am glad that instead of writing the book he might have written, he 
_ has written this one. For here, sinking his own engaging personality, his 
own individual achievements into the background, he depicts graphic 
phases of a life which has altogether vanished, of a race which rapidly is _ 
vanishing. I know of no man better fitted than Chief Long Lance to write a 
true book about the true American Indian and I know of no book on the 
subject which better reveals the spirit of Indian youth in the years that are 
gone and the spirit of times the like of which will never be seen again. 

I claim there is authentic history.in these pages and verity and most of 
all a power to describe in English words the thoughts, the instincts, the 
events which originally were framed in a native language. 

And I claim the white man will owe him a debt for this work of his and 
that his people the Indians already owe him a debt for having performed 

dt. 
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The Indians of whose experiences I have written in this book were the aN 
tribes to encounter the white man. The region is the Far North- West: 

northern Montana, Alberta, Saskatchewan and British Columbia. Unti 1 
190S Alberta and Saskatchewan were known as the North-West st 
Territories, a wild untamed region of North America, which had seen ‘its. 
first white settlers only twenty years before. The Indians of this vast stretch _ 


Sof high rolling plains still remember the first white man they ever saw. 





- Kootenays, with whom they carried on ceaseless warfare up to the con 


_ Indian. And it is of the experiences of this period that I write, th 


4 Cardston, Alberta 





Before that they were a restless, aggressive people who lived as fighting — 
nomads, travelling incessantly from the Missouri River in Montana up 
eight hundred miles north into the Peace River country; and from the 
-Rocky Mountains east into what is now Manitoba. 

The ruling tribe of this wild domain was that of the Blackfeet, known 
the ‘Tigers of the Plains’. Upon the signing of the last North-W te! 
Treaty they became permanently divided, and now they live half 
United States and half in western Canada—Montana and Alberta. 
four former bands of the one big tribe of powerful Blackfeet are ne 
erroneously known by the white man as = different tribes. They are 





















Blackfeet), at Browning and Glacier Park, Montana; the North Pi ar 1 
at Brockett, Alberta; and the Blackfeet, at Gleichen, ‘Alberta. Their r 
deadly enemies were the Sioux, the Crees, Assiniboines, Crows 


of the white man. 
This dramatic period, the period leading out of the old tribal confl 


into that marking the coming of the new white race, constitutes w 
perhaps the most colourful period in the history of the North Ameri 


periences of our old warriors who are still living, but who cannot ‘tell t 
own stories because they donot speak the white man’s tongue. 
I want to point out two things more: The Royal North-West Mo 
- Police are the best friends, brothers and protectors that the Indians 
North-West ever had; and the conflict that I mention herein is one 
_ only two fights they ever had with our people—both of them were 
individual Indians. And the Crow Indians were the highest type of 
the Blackfeet ever fought—the Crow and the Sioux. 
This is a book which my friends of the North-West have urged r 
write ever since I returned from the World War. They and my publis 
have persuaded me that it is an interesting narrative. And, so, he 
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i First Remembered Things 


_ The first thing in my life that I can remember was the exciting aftermath 
_ of an Indian fight in northern Montana. My mother was crying and — 
running about with me in my moss bag-carrier on her back. I remember 
the scene as though it were yesterday, yet I was barely a year old. Women 
and horses were everywhere, but I remember only two women: my mother 
and my aunt. 
My mother’s hand was bleeding. She was crying. She handed me to my ~ 
‘aunt and jumped on a pony and rode away. My infant mind told me that — 
~ something tragic was happening, and though Indian babies seldom cry, I 
_ cried for my mother when she ran away and left me. It seemed that I 
_ should never see her again. 
__ That scene left such a startling impression that all during my growing 
years it kept coming back to me. I wondered what it was and when I had ~ 
seen that strange panorama, or whether I had ever seen it at all or not— 
_ whether it was just a dream. - . 
: One day, when I had grown into boyhood, I asked my aunt about it. I 
described the scene to her and told her the position in which she was 
standing in relation to the pony, where my mother was standing and how 
she handed me to her; I gave her a word-picture of the whole circumstance 
as it was so indelibly inscribed on my memory. As I talked, I could see my 
_ aunt’s features taking on a gradual look of wonderment. And when I was 
_ through she looked at me in great surprise and exclaimed: 
: “Can you remember that! You were only fourteen months old then. It 
__ was when your uncle, Iron Blanket, was killed in a fight with the Crows— 
_and your mother had cut off one of her fingers in mourning for him; as the 
- women used to do in. those days.’ 
_ After this remarkable awakening of early memory I went back into the © 


_ mystic sleep of infancy again; I do not remember anything more until I 


__ was four. And then I came to life again one day in mid-air. I was in the act . 
of falling off a horse. I do not remember sitting on the horse’s back, but I - 
_ remember falling through the air, hitting the ground and lying there on 


my back, looking up in bewilderment at the spotted belly of the black-. 


_and-white pinto as it stood over me. Then the strong arms of my elder 
_ brother grabbed me and lifted me up to the back of the horse again, and 
he hissed into my ear: 
‘Now, you stay there! You are four years old, and if you cannot ride a 
he horse now, we will put girl’s clothing on you and let you grow up to be an 
ld woman,’ 
From this incident on, I remember things distinctly. I remember 
joving about over the prairies from camp to camp. AsI close my eyesnow 
on nd allow my memory to drift back to this early nomadic existence, a life 
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which has vanished for ever in North ‘Afienon: the first thing hel comes to : 
me is a colour—a dull, deep bluish grey. That was the colour of my early — 
world. Everything I saw was tinted with this mystic greyness. It 
represented danger, mystery, and distance. We were not yet entirely at 
peace with our ancient enemies, the Crows, the Assiniboines, the Sioux, 
and the Crees; and stories of a new peril which might spell our doom—the 
White Man—were being whispered about our camp-fires. Danger lurked. 
everywhere, even in the animals from which we secured our food. ; 

Mystery pervaded everything. In addition to the natural mysteries 
attendant upon early youth, we had also to grope under the weird 
mysteries of Indian cult and superstition. And our fathers themselves were 
facing a big mystery added to the whole which they could not fathom; the 
mystery of the future in relation to the coming of the White Man. 

Then there was that great mystery of distance which so fascinated us 
youngsters. Over the flat bosom of the plains we could see as far as the 
human eye could reach, yet always we wondered what was beyond. We | 
heard that there were ‘big waters’, bigger than the plains themselves; that’ 
there were thousands of White People living in another world across the 
big waters where there were no Indians at all. They travelled about in “big 
houses’, which swam the waters like animals. And they had another ‘long 
house’, which spat fire and smoke and raced across the ground faster than 
a buffalo could run. These things came to us as legends from other tribes. 
They even told us of ‘black white men’ who lived under the sun, where it 
rested when it went under the horizon, and who were ‘scorched’ until ie 
were black. 

Through all this mystery we lived a life of uncertainty, ever on the move, - 
travelling from camp to camp; sometimes building fires in our teepees and 
then going out on open plains and rolling up in our blankets to sleep, lest — 
we should be slain and scalped in our slumber. 7 

And we used to be hungry, too: We could not put by anything for the 
winter, because of the scarceness of the vanishing buffalo and our wan- 
dering existence. It is hard to be hungry. I remember being so hungry once — 
that all of us boys got together and slipped into our mothers’ teepees and — 
took the raw-hide bags which they carried their meat in, and roasted them | 
over the fire and ate them. That was during ‘the year of the big snow’, 
when we all came near to starvation. Our fathers went over the plains 
picking up buffalo heads that had been killed early in the fall and were 
frozen; and they took their axes and chopped off the skin at the top of the 
heads and cooked it for food. Finally, we came upon a herd of mountain 
sheep which had been driven down into the foothills by the big snows, and > 
we slew the entire herd and ate them on the spot. We ate so much that we © 
went about camp as though we were drunk. : 

We could not travel much during the winter, because of the depth of the A 
snows. We would select a good windbreak in the bosom of a large coulée— © 
prairie hollow—and make our camp and cover the buffalo-hide teepees 
with tree bark to conceal them from the view of prowlers and possible — 
enemies. And there we would remain until snow flew. We would Nae ours 
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a iti he Bigs Rone’ lodge. a8 


Always, winter and summer, we would keep a clowe watch on 1 the ge : Wi 


knew that all was well. But if the birds or animals showed any excitement 
_in their movements or calls we knew that there were prowlers abroad; and 
we sent out scouts to cover the camp. The Indians always attacked just at. 
the break of dawn, when everybody was tired and brains were slow to 


: of the animals and birds. If the antelope and buffalo grazed quietly we 
E 








think. Therefore, every morning before dawn two of our spies would leave 


k pee camp under the cover of darkness and climb upon the highest 
eminence in the district, and lie there until daybreak. They would then 


_ peer out over the surrounding country to see if any of our enemies were 


- camping on our trail or preparing to raid us. 
‘ _ During the long winters in the far northern zones, when the days were 
_ just a few short hours, our mothers spent a good deal of their time each 
day teaching and training us youngsters into the ways of the Indian. Like 
the white boy, we had to take our schooling during the winter. Our 
i mothers spent about two hours every day teaching us how to speak our 
_ tribal language correctly. This is a very important point with the Indian— 

his language—as his social status in later years depends on his ability to 

handle his grammar properly. Any Indian allowed to grow up without 
_ being able to speak his language with absolute correctness is relegated to 
he rank of an outcast in the tribe; and-he is never allowed to speak in 
public, lest his linguistic defects should be passed on to others—and > 
>specially the children—and thus defile the tribal tongue. Therefore, since 
we had no books or written language, our mothers had to spend many 
hours drilling into us the ancient grammar of our tribal speech—which is 
ery elaborate, having nine conjugations, four genders and eighty forms. 


_ Our fathers looked after our physical training, which was very rigid. 
Their main idea was to harden our bodies, make us strong and courageous 
and able to stand any amount of pain. The Indian’s only profession was 
that of a warrior and hunter. Hence, outside of our linguistic and moral 
teaching, our sole training was to make us brave and stoical and good and 
courageous fighters. 
To toughen our bodies, our fathers used to whip the boy members of 
each family as we arose in the morning. After they had whipped us they 
would hand us the fir branches and tell us to go to the river and bathe in 
the cold water. If it was winter they would make us go out and take a snow 
bath. And every time it rained we all‘had to strip off and go out for a rain 
bath. All of this was to harden our bodies. ‘ 
_ Far from disliking this sort of treatment, we youngsters used to display. 
the welts on our bodies with great pride. Sometimes we would actually ask 
9x more. When we were in winter camp we would ask our fathers to erect 
whipping-bar for us in the council lodge. Two poles would be sunk into 
ground and a bar stretched across their tops at the height of an | 
age boy’s reach. And then on extremely cold days when we could not 
t out of doors to go through our games and contests, we would all get- 
ether and ask our fathers to give us ‘the whipping of the brave’. 
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up to the bar and take hold of it. Then the ‘whipper’, who had been 
chosen by our fathers, would step up and start to flog us heavily with a 
bunch of stout fir branches. When we could stand it no longer we would - 
let go the bar, which was the signal that we had had enough, and the 
flogger would stop. The more stout-hearted among us would sometimes 
stick it out until the flogger had completely worn off the switches. Then he 
would stop and hand us the stub, which we would keep and display with 
considerable pride during the rest of our young lives. 

I well remember my first introduction to the icy morning plunge. I must — 
have been five years old. One cold morning my big brother came over to 
my sleeping nest and grabbed me out of my bedding and raced down to — 
the river with me under his arm. I was squirming and yelling and kicking 
at him, trying to get away. It was very cold, and I was wondering what he 
was going to do with me. I was not long in finding out. When he reached 
the stream he kicked a hole in a thin coating of ice and hurled me into it, 
and the shock nearly took my breath. When he reached down and pulled 
me out I fought him, but he proceeded on back to the camp with me ange 
his arm as though nothing had happened. 

When I got back into the warm teepee and got my breath again, I asked 
him why he had done that; and he said that my father had told him to do 
it. I went to my father and asked him why he had told my brother to do 
that to me. He said: 1 

“You will have to do that yourself every morning from now on, unless 
you want to be a girl—then we will put dresses on you.’ I assured him that 
I did not want to be a girl, and he said: ‘All right, then, we will make a 
warrior of you.’ . 

That pleased me; and so I never kicked after that. Soon I grew to like 
my morning plunge, and I still like cold water to this day. 

But on leaving my father’s teepee, he said to me: ‘Hear me. If you want 
to get even with your brother for what he did to you this morning you go ~ 
into his teepee tomorrow morning before sunrise—I shall awake you—and > 
you will find him lying on his back asleep. Pull back the blankets and you ~ 
will see his big, naked chest lying beneath you. Go out of doors and get a 
good big chunk of ice and pice that on his chest. And then you will be © 
even with him.’ end 

_I did as my father told me to do, and my brother awoke with a yell that 
startled the whole camp. He grabbed me before I could get out of the 
teepee and gave me a whipping that I have never forgotten. When I told — 
my father what happened he laughed lustily; and then he patted me on a : 
head and said: 

‘That is good, my son; so now you know what it feels like to be whipped ; 
early in the morning—from now on you will be whipped at every dawn. 
You are not going to be a little girl and cry: you are going to be a brave.” 
And so it seemed. i 

By the time I was six years old I was beginning to enjoy the rougher » 
games of my elder brother and playmates. I remember one funny game 
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; a to, p y on cold Nlzetdy aretncons her we ate not go ont ioe Ss 
ine teepee. We used to burn one another and see who could stand the most _ 
pain. We would go out and get some dry fir needles and come back into © 
_ the teepee and sit down in a circle around the fire. Then we would light the 
_ fir needles and place them on the back of our hands and see who could 

stand to allow them to burn down to ashes. When our hands were all 

‘burned raw, sometimes we would pull up our little buckskin shirts and 

“allow the other fellows to place the needles on our backs and let them burn 

down. If there was anyone among us who could not stand the pain, we 
- would ridicule him and tell him that he could never become a warrior. 

_ On occasion we would take the sharp bone needles which our mothers 
_ used to sew the skins with, and make little rips in each other’s legs until 
_ they bled. Then we would wash them with fresh water. Our fathers told us 

that this would let out the bad blood and prevent us from having sickness, 

or becoming tired in our strenuous games during the summer months. 
Our moral training was entirely in the hands of our mothers. They 
~ would tell us about the Indian’s Great Spirit; and they told us that when 

"we prew older the Great Spirit would appoint some other good spirit in the 
. spirit world to be our guide and look after us. This spirit would give us our 

“medicine —lucky charm—our medicine-song and our death-song; the 

former to be sung at all times when in trouble, and the latter when we were 

called upon to die. 

_ We had no Bible as the white boys have; so our mothers trained us to ~ 
live right by telling us legends of how all of the good things started to be . 
good. We had a legend for everything—from the care of our feet to the 

“great shame’ befalling those who tell lies. Many long winter afternoons 
_ we would sit around our mother as she made skins into clothing, and listen | 
_ to the magic stories of righteousness which she was passing on to us from 
the dark, unknown depths of our history. 

Some of the legends would have a humorous turn to them, such as the 
one which taught us to take care of our feet. According to this legend, an 
Indian warrior was once being chased by a large number of the enemy, 
_ when suddenly his speed began to slacken. As he ran he invoked his feet to 

_ put on speed. His feet told him to invoke his head; and so the warrior sat 
_ down and talked to his feet. He said: ‘I shall be killed if you do not help 
eine.’ 

_ But his feet replied: ‘Talk to your head. You always anoint your head 
after every meal and take good care of it, but you never anoint us; you | 

“neglect us.’ (It was the Indian habit to take his greasy fingers and rub his 
scalp after every meal.) 

‘But’, said the warrior to his feet, ‘if I am killed the enemy will have 
great rejoicing with my scalp at the war-dance; they will dance around it 
‘and honour it, but as for you, feet, you will not be noticed; they will 
dismember you and throw you around the camp, and the dogs will scrap 
ver you.’ 

_ At this juncture of the warrior’s beseeching, his feet suddenly started 
icking on their own account. They kicked so hard that they carried him 
orward with great speed, and ultimately accomplished his escape. And, — 
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so, said our mothers, ever since that time the ala people have to : 
young ones to take good care of their feet; to anoint them and rub them 
every night, and to hold them to the fire to supple them when tired. 9 

Every Indian has from six to ten wolf-dogs in his camp, and to an us 
to be kind to our dogs, our mothers used to tell us this legend: 

Once upon a time a warrior and his camp left the main tribal camp 6 | 
go out hunting. In one of the teepees of this warrior’s camp was a dog with — 
a litter of puppies. She was an ugly, woolly little dog. One evening about 
dusk this little mother dog went out to a nearby slough to get a drink of 
water. She came back and went among her pups, but instead of iying 
down and feeding them, she nosed them about and looked at the oc- 
cupants of the teepee and then nosed them again. ; 

Suddenly the dog spoke. She said: ‘I love my little ones because they a are 1 
ugly, and I should hate to see them come to any harm.’ { 

The warrior was alarmed. He said: ‘Now that you can talk, tell us what 
you mean.’ a 

The dog said that while she was out drinking at the slough someone | q 
struck her in the ribs, and she saw a bunch of enemy Indians. j 

‘If you tell us what you know, your puppies will live; we will save you 
from the enemy,’ said the warrior. The dog told him where the enemy was 
camped, and said that they were hidden away in a nearby thicket of trees. — 
The warrior took the dog and the puppies and the whole camp and hid 
them away in an adjoining thicket and then set out on his pony to race — 
back to the main camp and notify them of the presence of the enemy. They — 
returned just as the enemy was launching an attack on those left behind, 
and swooping down upon them, the warrior and his tribe wiped them 
completely out. Since then, said our mothers, the Indians have been kind 4 
to their dogs. 

We had a legend for everything that was good, and the more we 
youngsters lived up to the legends which our mothers told us the more ™ 
highly respected we were in the tribe. We tried hard to remember each © 
legend and to live out the little moral that it taught us. ‘a 

Our mothers spent a good part of the winter making all of the fami 
clothing, while our fathers were out hunting and bringing in the skin 
Every evening we youngsters would scramble around our own father as 
came in, to see what he had bagged that day—and we hoped that he had 
been able to catch a lynx kitten or a baby coyote for us to play with for 
awhile and then turn loose. Among the skins he would bring in would be 
musk-rat, otter, deer, coyote, lynx and black and grey wolves. 

‘Our mother would take these and bury them overnight in ashes 
remove the hair. Then she would rub them with buffalo brains or rotten 
wood to prepare them for their final dressing. After all the hair had been 
removed from the skins, and they had become soft and dry, she woy 
then polish them off with a smooth, round bone and bleach them to 
brilliant white by rubbing them with a white, chalky stone. 

Then she would get her dyes ready, with which she would dye porcu i 
quills and work them into the skins in beautiful Indian designs. The 
natural colours we had were red, yellow, black, white, and blue. We nev 






greens, browns, p ks, or purples. We Sealed 6 our colours from aa 





the. ochre beds found principally in the foothills of the Rockies—iron ent 


: deposits on the ground, which gave us reds, blues and yellows. We secured _ 


_ our white by cooking ‘prairie dust’, and our black by cooking a piece of 
_wood that had lain at the bottom ‘of a running stream for several years. 


When our father wanted a grease paint to paint the family ‘medicine’ — : 


_ designs—or heraldic bearings—on our teepees, he would boil the above 


_ powder with bone marrow or buffalo brains. For thread our mother used 


dried muscle sinew. 
All of our buckskin clothing was gaily decorated with ermine tails and 
_ dyed porcupine quills or beads. If we were good youngsters and lived up to 
the tribal customs and legends, we were allowed to wear little locks on our 
heads of badger hair dyed yellow and red. This was a sign of distinction 
among youngsters not yet old enough to wear the eagle-feather trophies — 
-awarded to those who won distinction on the warpath. For trousers we © 
wore leggings tied to a belt around the waist, with no seat in them. Instead 
of a ‘seat’, we wore breech-cloths between our legs, which were drawn | 
through the belts so that they would hang down in front and behind. And 
over the whole we wore buckskin shirts, which were beautifully worked 
with coloured porcupine quills or beads. 
_ We had no matches in those days; so we had to make our fires by 
striking white Indian flint or by filling a piece of buckskin with dry, rotten — 
wood or tree-canker—touchwood—and then rubbing it up and down a 
“sinew bow-string until it got hot and started an ember in the touchwood, 
We had a professional ‘fire-man’ with the tribe, a man whose business it 
_was to carry fire with him from camp to camp and sell it to the members of 
_the tribe when they got ready to make their fires. He carried the fire in a 
“hollow birch log about two feet long. He would start an ember and then put -_ 
‘in alot of touchwood and strap the log to his horse and carry it for a day or 
so without having to bother about it again. We youngsters used to like to 
“see him open it; it looked like a quiet, glowing little furnace, as he placed 








hose who wanted to start their fires. 











imself in the middle of the camp and started to dole out his embers to pa 








‘Swear by the Horn’ 


Our greatest joy as youngsters was to see the first touches of spring after — 
the long, cold winter had lost its grip on the country. The Northern Lights 
would start to dart across the sky, and the wild geese would honk far above © 
the tops of our teepees at night on their journey into the Arctic. We knew 
that it would not be long before we would be striking camp and starting 
out on our endless wandering over the sunlit prairies of the North-West. 

We would soon be at our summer games, running about naked, with 
nothing on but a breech-cloth and moccasins. Our hearts leaped at the 
thought of some of the adventures we would meet with. We would perhaps 
have a fight with the Crows or the Sioux or the Crees. We young fellows — 
would come upon youngsters of other roving Indian tribes, and we would © 
pit our strength and skill against theirs in the many games and contests 
which we enjoyed during the long, lazy summer days, when we were 
allowed to run as wild as the antelope. 

On our last night in winter quarters, the night before the big movement, 
our fathers would hold a big war-dance which lasted all night, and no one — 
would go to bed but us youngsters. We could stay up and watch the dance 
until about ten o’clock; but our fathers and mothers would dance and © 
feast all night—and wake us at four and tell us to get our clothes on. Right 
after supper we would hear the drummers tuning up the big war-drums 
and the singers trying out their voices. Our fathers would be painting their 
bodies in beautiful colours, and our mothers would be braiding their hair — 
and putting on their best buckskin finery, ornamented with many quills, 
beads, bear claws and ermine tails. 

We youngsters were dressed up and allowed to paint our faces that i 
night, too. Our mothers would smear our faces with war-red, and tell us to 
sit quietly and watch our fathers, and learn all we could about the war- — 
dance. This big dance was held to thank the Great Spirit for allowing us to — 
survive the winter and to steel our tempers for any trouble or fights that we — 
may encounter during the turbulent summer season. é 

If anyone had died during the winter their relatives would bring to the 
war-dance many sacrifices in the form of fine buckskin garments, buffalo Ke 
robes, blankets and choice breasts of meat, to be burned on the big fire, so — 
that they might be transformed into ‘spirit matter’ and be taken up for use 
by the spirits of the deceased, who are supposed to be present in Spits 
form. 
Boom, boom, boom, boom! Four thundering beats on the big war-drom: 
would announce that the dance was to start at once. Then, boomboom, ~ i 
boomboom—the regular cadence of the war-dance would be taken up by | 
the drums, and the singers would start their dolorous, haunting chant, + 
which would last all night. ‘Hie-hie, hie-yeh, hie-yo-h, hie-yoh.,’ —_ otk 
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fathers would come prancing into the crowded lodge, stripped to their 
breech-cloths, painted all over, and uttering short, gruff grunts as they 
stamped their feet—thump-thump, thump-thump—and started to circle 
around the glowing blaze in the centre of the/lodge. 

At first they dance mildly, with much dignity and grace of movement. 
Then, as the chanting and beating grows louder and wilder, they start to 
work themselves up into a war-like frenzy, shouting, ‘Whoo-whoop, hy- 
hyuh’, and gradually jumping higher and higher as they circle the 
booming tom-toms. A wild, strange light comes over their features. Their 
bodies weave up and down like fighting roosters; their teeth gleam white in 
the firelight; and their eyes, beaming a smile of destruction, look far past 
going through the camp shouting: ‘It is the word of your chief. Move! 
which lie behind the terrible spirit of the war-dance. 

That spirit is born in the Indian blood. Even we youngsters could feel it 
tingling our blood to action as our fathers jerked their shoulders and 

_ chanted: ‘May we have an easy victory. May the enemy sleep long and 
deep.’ 

Then they would throw into the air big chunks of wood, and catching 
them on their lances they would shout: ‘May we thus act with our enemies; 
may we toss them as brush on our spear-points!’ 

And so, as the night went on, our fathers would continue to dance the 
dance of death; and we children would be put to bed with the wild, 
haunting music of the war- song surging through our beings and urging us 

on to the adventures that our fathers had experienced. 

Long before daylight the next morning we would hear the ‘camp crier’ 
going through the camp shouting: ‘It is the word of your chief. Movel 
Move! Move!’ That was the signal to strike camp. We youngsters were the 
first ones up. Out under the cold, starry heavens we would dash, helping 
our mothers to remove the skins from the teepee and roll them into big 

round bundles, to be packed on the backs of our horses. 

By the time the first streaks of dawn commenced to shimmer in the 
eastern skies we would be well on our way—leaving the foothills and the 
‘snow-white peaks of the Rockies behind us in the west and making our 
way out onto the great open expanses of the land we loved so much: the 
great, treeless plains of the North-West. 

__ My small brother and I were always carried in the travois behind the 
horse on which our mother rode. This travois consisted of two long poles 
crossed over the horse’s shoulders and dragging on the ground behind. A 

little hammock made of skins was stretched between these poles under the 

horse’s tail, and it was in this hammock that my brother and I rode along 

with some of the ‘household’ effects which were packed under and around | 
us. We used to have great fun laughing at one another when the horse 
would suddenly swish his tail and strike us a violent blow across the face. 

Sometimes it would almost blind us and leave big, red welts on our face, 

but we never cried nor complained to our mother, lest we should be 

ridiculed in the eyes of the others. 

We measured distance in those days by ‘camps’. A place ‘one camp’ 

away would be thirty miles distant—and ‘two camps’ would be sixty miles. 
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"snow in the region of the mountains. 


the upper Missouri River, where we had stopped in the heart of the 


_ the stream? Watch it!’ 


- Onour ne t day out from the winter quarters in the 
ae always. make ‘two camps’, in order to avoid Re ‘to ca 






















a would stop and make a sign to us in the sign eee Th 
always asked us what tribe we were. Our chief would make the sign fo 
_ Blackfeet, and then point towards the country in which we lived. He wou 
always follow this by raising his right arm into the air, hand open anc 

_ palm facing the strangers. This meant peace—an ancient symbol sh 
that he had no weapon in his fighting hand. 
Then the two chiefs would dismount and walk out to meet one ano el 
half-way between the two tribes. They would exchange gifts of tobaccc 
offer their lighted pipes to each other, and then return to their tribes and 
resume their journeys. 
Though most of the North-Western tribes had already signed peace — 
treaties with the Governments of the United States and Canada, there y 
one tribe of Indians with whom we were not yet entirely peaceful. Th 
were what our band called the Okotoks band of the Isahpo—the 
Band of the Crows. Ancient feuds between us were still harboured yu 
older people, and many times when we came upon this band on the ins, 
there was trouble. While there was peace between us and the other bands 


bad we mistrusted them. And all cae the night ‘we eould hea 
spies signalling to one another from the neighbouring butt 
mimicking the night calls of the coyote or the night-hawk. Often b 


_ horizon behind us, and then we would see a brown face and tw Bs 
. looking at us. We would teli our mother what we saw—and she would 
‘Sh-sh—keep quiet—they will not harm you. 

But a very queer thing happened one day while we were camping 


country to have an afternoon meal. After the lunch one of our b 
- Rattling Track, was sitting on the bank of the river cleaning his-m 
loader with a rod. One of my uncles, Flying Bow Boy, came past him 
looked down at him and remarked jokingly: 2 
‘What are you cleaning that gun for? You can’t shoot anything W 
‘Ican use it better than you can,’ said Rattling Track. 
_ ‘Put your fire-bag on that’, said my uncle, throwing down his 
ornamented fire-bag as a wager, ‘and we shall see who is the better 
Rattling Track took his fire-bag from his belt and threw it down 
uncle’s, and said: 
‘All right. Do you see that bit of log floating out there in the mi 
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_ He raised the old muzzle-loader, took a bead on it and fired. 

As the gun cracked, a thing happened which caused the two men to 
jump and hold their breath in startling suspense. As the shot pierced the 
log it leaped forward like a lizard, and two human arms came splashing 
out of the water on either side of the log and beat the water furiously for a - 
second—and then dropped back out of sight. As the log continued to float 
aimlessly down the river, Rattling Track threw off his blanket and jumped 
into the water and swam out to it. Our whole band was on the river-bank 
when he struggled back and pulled the log ashore. 

It was not a log at all. It was a hollow cylinder of birch bark with a 
man’s head inside of it. When the man was taken out he proved to be a 
Crow spy. He had been floating down the river spying upon our camp— 
swimming with his body below the water and his eyes peering at us 
through two holes in the side of the cylinder of bark. We struck camp and 
moved from the spot at once, and it is doubtful if the Crows ever knew 
what became of their spy. 

We went north after this happening. We were on our way up into the 
‘Cree country, in Assiniboia, to see if there were any buffalo left in that 
region. 

One day as we were making our way through the Cypress Hills we came 
upon a band of Crees who had never been back to their main tribe since it 
signed peace with the Government of the North-West Territories. But they 
gave us the ‘peace sign’; and when our chief advanced and held a council 
with them they told him that though they had had several skirmishes with 
the northern Blackfeet, since their tribe had signed peace, they were 
willing to make peace with us on the spot if it was agreeable to us. They 
belonged to Chief Piapot’s tribe of Crees, who lived up in the Calling 
Valley of Assiniboia. 

- Our chiefs and councilmen accepted their proposals, and it was 
arranged to hold a big feast that afternoon to celebrate this unique event. 

While we were eating at this feast one of our braves, Six Killer, kept 
gazing hard at a Cree warrior who sat in front of him eating his food 
quietly. Six Killer never said anything, but not once during the meal did 
he take his eyes off this Cree, whose name proved to be Brown Moccasin. | 
Brown Moccasin noticed the stare, but said nothing. This Cree, Brown 
Moccasin, was wearing a string of buffalo teeth around his neck, and our 
brave Six Killer was looking at this. 

When the feast was over Six Killer addressed the Cree for the first time. 
_ He asked him if he had made that string of buffalo teeth himself. Brown 
Moccasin rubbed the teeth up and down on his chest with the palms of his 
_ hands and threw his head back and laughed loud and long. Then between 
his chuckies he said: 

‘No, I did not make them: I took them off a Blackfoot I killed a few 
_ years ago.’ And he continued to laugh. 

-. Our warrior Six Killer asked him if we, the Blackfeet, had killed any of 
their number in this battle. Brown Moccasin said: ‘Yes, one Cree and 
fourteen Sioux who were fighting with us.’ 

Six Killer arose from his seat and went over to our chief. And, pointing 
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2 _ so that they could make peace as they went with all of the other tribes w 
whom they had fought in the past. 


_ Crows who were friendly to us. Huge feasts were prepared for them 


arrived there Chief Standing Bull became enraged at hearing the cri 


- our men of good counsel had talked with him, they all agreed to let t th 
country have peace and not to fight any more. Everyone felt friendly r 
~ away, and we have been good friends of these Indians ever since. 













_ the chief was the only man in our tribe who got angry, and after som 


These Crees were so elated at the outcome of our meeting and our p 
pact that they asked permission to go along with us down into Mont 
We visited the Sioux, the Gros Ventres, Cheyennes and one band ee 


everywhere by their former enemies. And everything went well unti 
came to Standing Bull’s camp in Montana (American Sioux). Just a: 


the Sioux children as they were being packed off to a mission schoo 


_ some of the missionaries, who were protected by an escort of cavalryme ny 


_ down and shook hands with the Crees—and gave them a big feast. 


i ea 





centre of the dancers and making a masterly speech, in which he p 


~ sine up in the Calling Valley—now Qu’ appelle Valley of Saskate 




















and he wanted to call off all the peace treaties and start a new period py 
’ warfare by starting in on the massacre of the Crees whom we had brough 
with us. Our chiefs intervened, and after a while Standing Bull co 


We had trouble with the north band of Crows, too. Their chief wa: 
friendly towards the visiting Crees, but he could not hold his braves b 
who were all for starting a war-dance and killing the Crees. They set 
_ guard around them so that they could not escape, and then started - 
dancing with their weapons concealed beneath their blankets. 
presence of a young Assiniboine in the Cree party, who could speak C 
saved the situation and averted what would have been a terrible massac 
This young Assiniboine took his life in his hands by stepping out i 


out the need for peace among the Indian tribes and told the Crows th 
they would act like cowards if they killed the Crees who had come to t 
in good faith—seeking peace and not war. os 

‘If you massacre these defenceless people.’ he said, ‘you will be laugh 
at by all of the other tribes of these plains—and there will not be a bra 
- among you in the eyes of other Indians—they will all look upon you as 
women. 

That was too much for the Crows; they called off their war-dan 
ordered their women to start cooking a big Sa a they said: 


them.’ And they did. ' 
They were a brave little band, these Crees; and many of them a 


* During our wanderings in the summer we often stopped at ¢ 
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points on the prairies to hold a week of sports and keep ourselves in 
condition. Our tribe would do this about every two or three weeks, and we 
_ children enjoyed the period of recreation. perhaps more than our elders; 
for now we could play our games and practise our mimic warfare. 

‘While our elders raced their horses, ran long-distance races, and pitted 
. their strength against one another in wrestling, weight-lifting and weight- 
throwing, we youngsters were given the freedom of the entire prairies on 
which to carry out our little games and our ‘fights’. Our mothers never 
worried about us from morning till night; we could go and come as we 
chose. 

We knew the game of Indian warfare almost as well as our fathers; for it 
was the Indian custom for noted warriors to relate and re-enact all of their 
famous battles at the Sun Dance—and we boys had memorized most of 
our famous tribal conflicts in every detail. 

Sometimes when we were camping in the neighbourhood of one of our 
historic battles with the Crows or Gros Ventres, we youngsters would leave 
our camp early in the morning, taking along with us a large bag of 
pemmican for our lunch and our bows and arrows, and go to this spot to 
‘fight’. We would divide ourselves into two tribes, and we would look up 
the old landmarks we had heard our fathers talk about, and station 
ourselves in the exact positions from which the original battle was fought. 
Lucky were the boys who were chosen to be the chiefs and medicine-men. 

When the ‘chiefs’ had got their warriors lined up in their positions, they 
would hold separate councils of war, to go over their line of attack. Then 
we would all strip ourselves as our fathers did when they fought, and paint 
_ our bodies the colour of the local landscape so that we could not easily be 
seen by the ‘enemy’. And when the signal was given we would start our 
battle. 

We had little arrows, made by our mothers, with blunt, round balls on 
their striking ends, and whenever a fellow was hit by one of these he was 
‘dead’, and had to fall in his tracks and lie there. Our mothers had also 
tied locks of black horsehair in our hair so that we could be ‘scalped’ when 
‘killed’. 

When we were at our war games we did not rush at one another blindly 
as I have seen little white boys do. We took the battle very seriously, hiding 
ourselves as much as possible, and creeping upon one another unex- 

pectedly—as the Indian fights. Our fathers made us do that, so that we 
would be good warriors when we grew up. Our battles sometimes lasted 
for an hour or more. When the big fight was over, the fellow having the 
most scalps was the ‘big brave’ of the entire camp of youngsters, and 
remained so for many days afterwards. 

Following our battles we would hold a big victory dance, as our fathers 
did, and we would make the first five boys holding the most scalps our 
heroes at these fétes. As we danced our dance of victory we would provide 
five special seats for these distinguished ‘warriors’, and make the lesser 

_ braves wait upon them and feed them, as they sat stolidly and viewed the 
dance in their honour. When we returned to our camp in the afternoon 
and displayed our five ‘biggest braves’, our elders would pat them on the 
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day they would be 
fathers and we youngsters used to take this Ae serious! 

and fathers greatly encouraged us to take part in the games of wi 
light grow up to be ‘men of honour’. 

_ When we were not out on our war skirmishes we were contesting 
strength and skill against one another in camp. We were never idle; 
_ played incessantly. 
_ One of our favoured contests was ‘throwing the stone’, to see who ha 
_ the best back and arms. We would take a sizeable stone and grasp it ' 
_ both hands, and then bend forward and hurl it backwards between 



































oe farther and farther; and the fellow who had the longest mark won the 
_ ‘arm-and-back’ championship of the tribal youngsters. But it did not. 
-mean that he was the best athlete; for we had yet to try out the leg 
Strength with the Indian is measured in arm-and- leg power—not 1 
_wind and endurance; for every Indian is born with that, naturally. 
_ powerful arms; and to run after him and leap upon fink one had to ie mh 
_ legs equally as strong. . 


- youngsters seldom ran more ite two or three miles in our races, but 
_ elders ran as high as 150 and 200 miles in a single race. A favourite race of 
_ the northern Blackfeet, on sports days, was from Blackfoot Crossing, now 


Gleichen, Alberta, to Medicine Hat and back. That was a distanc > of 





: non- -stop and on foot. a 
_. We always ran’ our foot-races barefoot, not caring to wear out 
~ moccasins, and at the same time wishing to strengthen and toughen | 

feet. We would tie a buckskin band around our heads to keep our | 
- hair out of our faces, and pull off everything but our breech-cloth, an 


and forth across our chests. After our races we always plunged into 
cold river for a swim. 
_ The first thing we youngsters did whenever we stopped for our day: 
_ sports was to take our ponies and go out on the prairies and look for a 
_okotoks stone. We would take the largest stone we could find in 
_ prairie country and throw our lariats around it and drag it back into ca’ 
with our ponies. Then we would place it on the ground beside a red peg, 
_and see who could carry it the farthest. We each had a little stake paintet 
- in such a way that we could identify it, and wherever we dropped the 
_ stone we would drive this little stake into the ground. Then four or fi 
¥ us would roll the big stone back to the red stake, and the other fe 
_ would have a go at it. Many times we spent whole days trying to bea 
- own marks and those of the other fellows. 

_ Abstinence from over-eating and over-indulgence in physical comf 
was very rigidly enforced on us by our parents, whose sole aim 
_ séemed to be to keep us tough and fit. We were never allowed to 
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close to the fire, lest our bodies should get overheated and make us lazy. 
_And our parents.never allowed us to eat fat meats of any kind. That, they 
said, would make our stomachs soft. 

’ We youngsters were given daily lectures on how to live, by twelve of the 
oldest men of the tribe. Because they had lived to such remarkable ages it 
was considered that they knew better how to live than anyone else. Every 
morning just before sunrise, while the camp still lay on their pallets in 
their teepees, one of these old men would take his turn in getting up early 
and walk through the camp, shouting out his lecture on how to live to be 
old and his advice on morals, courage, and personal bravery. His voice 
would awake us, and we would lie still and listen intently to every word he 
said. At that time ofthe morning. just as we had awakened from a night’s 
rest, his words seemed to pierce deep into us; we remembered every word 
he said, and all during the day his advice would keep coming back into our 
minds, and we would try to live up to it. 

All of these men were great warriors, who had many scalps to their 
credit, and we respected our old people above all others in the tribe. To live 
to be so old they must have been brave and strong and good fighters, and 
we aspired to be like them. We never allowed our old people to want for 
anything, and whenever any one of them would stop as he made his silent, 
dignified way through the camp, and put his arm across our shoulders and 
utter a little prayer for us to the Great Spirit, we would feel highly 
honoured. We would stand quietly, and when he was through we would 
remain in our tracks, respectful and silent, until he had disappeared. We 
looked upon our old people as demi-gods of a kind, and we loved them 
deeply; they were all our fathers. 

This respect for the aged was so deeply bred into us that to this day I 
have not the courage to dispute the word of an old person. To me old 
people still are demi-gods to be heeded and reverenced at all times. 

Each morning at sunrise every boy and young man in the camp would 
race to be the first up and into the river for the morning plunge—we 
always camped near a river for our water supply. The boy or young brave 
who most often attained the distinction of being the first up and outside, 
just as the sun peeped over the eastern horizon, was the model man of the 

camp. 

Any youngster who chose to follow his own inclinations, or loved his bed 
too much, was relegated to the position of an ‘also ran’. His name was 
never allowed to be called out in public. He had no significance in the 
social scheme of the tribe whatever. 

Our tribe was divided. into ‘camps’, each camp headed by a minor 
chief; and whenever one camp would invite the other to come over 
and smoke with it that night, the host would take a position in the 
centre of the main camp and call out by name all those who 
had distinguished themselves by following the _ tribal 

‘precepts; and then he would add a_ general invitation 
to ‘the rest.’ “The rest’ was those who were laggards. Special seats at the 
front of the assemblage would be provided for the young men of merit, | 
while the slothful were appointed to perches near the door. ‘That is 
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ee seating arrangement had a rather humorous consequence, too. Wher 


strong tobacco juice. 


us and instruct us in all of the famous dances of our tribe: the War-Dz 


the top. In these remaining branches we would tie the eagle’s nest 


_ inthe centre of the lodge and make a square around it with the brancl 


~ him. We liked this dance because it was the only dance or game we 


swear falsely by the Horn. It was the same oath that our fathers too 






























: 1 rn : 
own. The eiaaie wetld be fate anyways so we place them’ near 
@ where they will not disturb the distinguished when they ent << 


pipe was lighted by the chief and started around the big circle, th 
_ distinguished young braves seated around the chief would get all the sw 
smoke, while those who liked to be last in everything got nothin 


On rainy days when we could not play out of doors our parents usta 
encourage us to hold Indian dances. They would put up a council lodg 


_ the Eagle War-Dance, the Ghost-Dance, the Medicine-Dance, the Chief 
_ Dance, the Pony War-Dance, the ‘I Saw’ Dance and the Scalp-Dance. © 

We favoured the Eagle War-Dance more than any other, because it ha 
a spirit of contest at the end of it. Whenever we wanted to hold this danc 
we had to go out into a bluff and find an eagle’s nest, and then cut down a. 
small tree and lug them both back to camp with our ponies. We wo d 
then skin the tree, paint it red, and remove all the branches except a fi 


leave it dangling at the end of asmall string. Then we would plant the tre 


Now we would dig a hole inside this square, and the boy given the da e 
would get into it with his tom-tom. When the dance was ready to start this 
- boy would commence pounding his tom-tom and singing. He would sin 
slowly for a time, and then when he started to sing fast we would all com 
into the lodge dancing and holding our bows and arrows aboye our hea 

We danced around and around the tree until the boy in the hole 
denly stopped singing; then we all raised our bows and started shooti 
the string holding the dangling eagle’s nest at the top of the tree. 
when the eagle’s nest fell to the ground we all rushed at it, yelling 
tribal war-cry; and the first three boys who touched the nest each | 
_ feather to wear in his hair. This was like the ‘first’, ‘second’, and ‘thi 
honours which our fathers got when they killed an enemy in battle— 
the warriors would rush forward when a man fell, to be the first to rat 


which gave us eagle-trophy feathers to wear in our hair, like those whicl 
our fathers wore. 
In all our games, in all of our playing, I would say that honour Ww 
outstanding characteristic. None of us ever disputed the other fellow’: 
_ mark, the other fellow’s record or the other fellow’s word. Our parents — 
taught us that lying was the ‘great shame’; that it was the ‘battle 
_ behind which the coward hid his shame’. We betieved them, and s 

_ did we ever have occasion to assert our truthfulness to our playmates 
If, however, we were ever doubted by our playmates, we would ‘swea 
the Horn’, and that would always settle the argument. No one would 


y ‘it means that we will swear by the famous Blackfoot Horn Society 
_ what we are telling is the tt 
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playmates, a boy named Star Wolf, was blamed with the killing of this 


coyote. He claimed innocence, and his father asked him to ‘swear bee ee 


the Horn’. 


The Horn Society has a limited membership of twenty-five of the most 


: upstanding men and outstanding warriors in the tribe. These men are 
members for life and no one can be admitted until one of them dies. It is 


said that this society strongly resembles the Masonic Order of the white 


man; and being limited to a life-membership of only twenty-five 
“honourable men, its secrets are more strongly guarded than any other 
society known to the Indian. 


On the occasion when young Star Wolf was called upon to swear before — : 


“the Horns, all of us youngsters were admitted to witness the incident. The 
twenty-five Horns were ali seated in a circle, dressed in their ceremonial 
| regalia and guarded by armed braves. 


Star Wolf was led to the centre of the lodge, and he stood there quietly. 








Of at my boyhood life, I remember only one ‘aeeianee when any! Or Usa” 
youngsters was doubted enough to be called upon to ‘swear before the <)> 
Horn’. That was when one of two pet coyotes which had taken up with our 
dogs and become pets in our camps was killed by somebody. One of our — 


while the Great Head of the Horns slowly filled the great medicine pipe | 


with tobacco and then putin a wad of hay on top of the tobacco. While he . 


was loading the pipe he was talking in a mysterious way, now and then 
watning Star Wolf that he was ‘about to swear before the Horn—to 


consider the truth deep in his heart: for death would follow if he should a * 


speak with a crooked tongue’. 


= When he had filled the pipe he lighted it four times, and each time he . 


lighted it he looked at Star Wolf through the flames of his faggot and 


uttered a word which we could not understand. Then, with a flourish of - 
the medicine pipe to the four corners of the earth, he got up and walked 
over to Star Wolf and held out the medicine pipe, saying in a 


deliberate tones: 
' ‘Brother, smoke if you are telling the truth, If you lie, don't smoke!’ 
_ Star Wolf ‘took’ the pipe; and no one doubted him after that. 
It is said that if anyone lies before the Horn he will die within a half- 
year. And it is claimed with authority that instances of death from this 


cause have been known, 
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SEP ote: 


ip 


What’s in an Indian Name? 


In the civilization in which we live, a man may be one thing anid appear to 
be another. But this is not possible in the social structure of the Indian, 
because an Indian’s name tells the world what he is: a coward, a liar, a 
thief, or a brave. 


When I was a youngster every Indian had at least three names during ~ 


his lifetime. His first name, which he received at birth and retained until 
he was old enough to go on the war-path, was descriptive of some cir- 
cumstance surrounding his birth. As an instance, we have a man among 
the Blackfeet whose name is Howling-in-the-Middle-of-the-Night. When 


he was born along the banks of the Belly River in southern Alberta, the — 


Indian woman who was assisting his mother went out to the river to get 
some water with which to wash him. When she returned to the teepee she 


remarked: ‘I heard a wolf howling across the river.’ ‘Then’, said the baby’s — 


mother, ‘I shall call my son ‘‘Howling-in-the-Middle-of-the-Night”.’ 


This birth name of the youngster was supposed to be retained by him — 
until he was old enough to earn one for himself; but always when he grew | 


old enough to play with other children his playmates would give him a 
name of their own by which he would be known among them, no matter 
what his parents calied him. And this name often was not flattering; for 
we Indian boys were likely to choose some characteristic defect on which to 


base our names for our playmates—such as Bow Legs, Crazy Dog. 


Crooked Nose, Bad Boy, or Wolf Tail. Instances are known where these 


boyhood nicknames have been so characteristic of the youngster that they — 
have superseded his birth name and stuck with him throughout his life, if 


he was not able to earn a better one on the war-path. 


But the real name of the Indian was earned in the latter instance: whee 4 
he was old enough to go out for his first fight against the enemy. His life 


name depended on whatever showing he should make in his first battle. 


When he returned from the war-path the whole tribe would gather to © 
witness the ceremony in which he would be given his tribal name by the 
chief of the tribe. If he made a good showing, he would be given a good ~ 
name, such as: Uses-Both-Arms, Charging Buffalo, Six Killer, Good 
Striker, Heavy Lance, or Many Chiefs. But if he should make a poor ~ 
showing his name might be: Crazy Wolf, Man-Afraid-of-a-Horse, or — 
Smoking-Old-Woman. Thus, an Indian’s name tells his record or what 


kind of man he is. 


But a man was given many opportunities to improve his name as time 
went on. Ifhe should go into some future battle and pull off some unusual — 
exploit against the enemy he would be given a better name. Some of our — 
great warriors have had as many as twelve names—all good names, and 5 


- each one better than the one that preceded it. No matter how many names — 
20 
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were successively given to him, all of his past names belonged to him just 
the same, and no-one else could adopt them. These names were just as 
patently his as if they had been copyrighted; and even he, himself, could 
not give one of them away. Indian names were handed out by the tribe, not 
the family, and no man could give his name even to his own son, unless the 


chief and the tribe should ask him to, as a result of some noteworthy deed _ 


his son had performed. I know of only three or four instances where this 
has happened, and it is the rarest honour that can befall a person—the 
honour of assuming one’s father’s name. In my day every son had to earn 
his own name. 

The foregoing is the reason why no old Indian will ever tell you his own 
name. If you ask him he will turn to some third person and nod for him to 
tell you. The reason for this is that he is too modest to brag of his exploits 
on the war-path. His names are like decorations in the white man’s army, 
and the Indian has a certain reticence against advertising his bravery by 
pronouncing his own name in public. 

There are certain ‘Chief Names’ among the Indians which the original 
owners made so distinguished that the tribe never allows them to pass out. 
These names are perpetuated in successive generations, and after a while 
they become a dynastical name, such as ‘Ptolemy’ in the Egyptian line of 
rulers. One of my names, Chief Buffalo Child, is a dynastical name and 
title among the Blood Band of Blackfeet living at Cardston, Alberta. The 
original Chief Buffalo Child was killed in battle, in what is now Montana, 
more than eighty years ago; and years ago when IJ became a chief of this 
band his name was resurrected and perpetuated in the present holder of 
the title—thanks to our war chiefs, Mountain Horse and Heavy Shields, 
and to the Blood Missionary, the Reverend Canon S. Middleton. 

I have four other names: Night Traveller, Spotted Calf, Holds Fire, and 
Long Lance. Of these latter four I valued Spotted Calf the most, because it 
was given to me by my adopted mother, Spotted Calf, wife of Sounding 
Sky, mother and father of the famous Indian outlaw, Almighty Voice—. 
whose lone-handed battle against the Royal North-West Mounted Police 
has become a conspicuous page in north-western history. This wonderful 
woman, Spotted Calf—daughter of the renowned Chief One Arrow— 
who stuck to her son throughout his sensational siege and shouted advice 
to him through a rain of bullets, is still living (1928) on the One Arrow. 
Indian Reserve at Duck Lake, Saskatchewan. I think her name ranks with 
those of great warriors, and that is why I value it, and her motherhood. 
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The Seven Tentsof Medicine belo 


When I was a youngster the ambition of every Indian boy was to be a 
medicine-man; for this mystic being was, and still is, often more powerful 
in the tribe than the head chief himself. There may be several chiefs ina — 
tribe: there may be many council-men, but there is only one medicine- 
man, and he guards the secrets of his cult more zealously than he does his 
own life. The medicine-man has a triple office in the tribe: he is the — 
doctor, lawyer, and priest. He cures the sick, gives advice and counsel on 
tribal matters and on the outcome of future events, and prays for those at 
the point of death—often affecting miraculous recoveries through some 
strange mental influence which he wields over those who come under his 
‘power’. 
Before remarking upon a few of the uncanny things which I have seen 
the medicine-man do, I shall first explain how he is chosen in the tribe. 
The medicine-man, himself, has always chosen his own successor. He © 
chooses a boy about twelve or thirteen years old, for the training which he — 
must go through is a long and tedious course, extending over some ten or 
fifteen years. The medicine-man picks out some youth in the tribe who has 
shown extraordinary qualities of the mind and body and in the spiritual ; 
tealm—especially a boy who is a leader among his playmates, who ‘gets — 
things’ easily and who has a keen understanding of human nature. ‘He: a 
goes to this boy’s parents and asks their permission to take him away with — 
him and train him for a medicine-man. Since this is about the highest © 
honour that can befall a young Indian, the parents are proud to hand the | 
boy over to him. 7 
The medicine-man then takes the boy away with him and remains away 
about six months. He takes him into the wilderness of the Rocky — 
Mountains or out to some secluded spot on the vast sea of the plains, and — 
there during the long months of his first trip, he instructs the boy in the ~ 
primary secrets of his mysterious cult. ; 
The first step in the course of training is to teach the boy to make his — 
mind stronger than his physical side—to make his mind master of his ~ 
body, as it were. This is accomplished by making him go without food for 
many days at a time and undergo voluntary physical torture without 
flinching. When the boy returns from his first trip he looks and acte 4 
_differently, and he is never the same again to his playmates. 
To us as youngsters such a boy seemed to have learned some great secret 
which he would not tell anybody, not even his own parents. 
On succeeding trips into the mountains the medicine-man continues the 
"mental strengthening process and gradually adds to this a severe course in — 
physical training; for, according to him, a strong mind and a ee 
heart’ (courage) cannot exist in other than a strong body. 
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At the end of this'period the boy's body is as hard as steel, and his will- 
power developed to such a high degree that he can stand the severest forms 
of pain without any apparent suffering. The young man now acts like his 
tutor. His body is a thing apart from himself and its sensations are to be 
ignored. For instance, he never scratches himself when a mosquito bites 
him or a temporary itching sensation occurs on his body. He just ignores 
it, His mind has gained the ascendancy over his physical self, according to 
the medicine-man, and soon the boy will be able to control others with his 
mind alone. 

' But first he must go through a long, strenuous course in ‘medicine’. 
This ‘medical’ training consists of learning the art of conjuring, of learn- 
ing the healing power of the various herbs, of learning to see into the 
future and of developing the ‘power to get in touch with the spirits’'— 
whence all of the information concerning the future is supposed to come to 
the medicine-man. 

The boy must go through seven ‘tents’ of medicine, each tent consisting 
of a year’ s course and dealing with a different division of the medicine- 
man’s art. For each ‘tent’—which is a teepee—the young man must 
train a year; then at the end of that year he ‘goes through the tent’. That 
is, the medicine-man erects the medicine-teepee and lays out all of the 
paraphernalia that is to be used, and then for a number of days he sits 
alone in the teepee and watches the boy go through the various things he 
has taught him during the year. It is like the annual examination following 
the white boy’s school year, though slightly more weird, perhaps; for we 
youngsters used to gather around and hear some of the strange sounds 
march came from his teepee, and they awed us. 

' Following the completion of five ‘tents’, or years, the boy must go 
through two ‘tents’ of ‘bad medicine’ in order to master the power to 
throw spells’ on people—even unto killing them by some mental process, 
which has often been done; as I shall show with ample proof. ‘Bad 
medicine’ of the kind that kills j is seldom used by the medicine-man, and 
when it is, it is supposed to be for the purpose of ridding the tribe of some 
person whom the medicine-man deems undesirable to the tribal welfare. 


But the ‘throwing of spells’ on people is still used more or less extensively © 


among certain tribes of the North-West. 

Upon the graduation of the young student he becomes the medicine- 

man’s assistant until the latter’s death, and then he steps into the 
medicine-man’s shoes and chooses his own successor to train. 
_ Often, as youngsters, we used to stand at a distance from the medicine- 
teepee and listen to the pounding of the big Miteyawin medicine-drum; 
and we hoped in our breasts that some day the medicine-man would ask 
Our parents to let him have us for his craft. 

We heard that they ‘did queer things in there’. Sometimes we would see 
4 person walking about the camp with one side of his face paralysed and 


sagging in a swollen heap over the side of his jaw. The under-lid of his eye _ ae 


yuld be drawn down grotesquely, and the corner of his mouth would be 


poping away down near the edge of his jaw. We would ask our mothers Ds 
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_ what was the matter with him, and she would tell us that the ‘ ‘medicine. 
man had cast an evil spell into him’. aM 
There were one or two old women in the tribe who could undo the nore 
of the medicine-man. Though they could not cast spells themselves, they — 
could ‘cast out the evil spirits’ and cure the person whose face was — 
distorted in the above manner. We used to watch them do this. They ~ 
would take some sort of herbs and place them in an earthen bowl and set — 
them on fire. Then they would tell the suffering person to bend over this 
bowl and breathe in the fumes from the burning herbs. After several 
minutes the patient would feel something in his mouth. He would run his 
finger into his mouth and pull out a long hair, sometimes nearly a foot 
long—and then his face would gradually straighten up to its natural 
lines. Where this hair came from, no one has ever been able to tell, though 
one Indian who had been afflicted told me that he found it between the © 
roots of his gums and his cheek. He thinks the medicine-man slipped a ~ 
poisoned hair into the stem of his pipe. 3 
But the most weird and interesting part of the medicine-man’s practices _ 
were the sensational rites which he would carry out when ‘getting in touch ~ 
with the spirits’. Whenever he wanted to get a forecast of the future, get — 
the outcome of some future event or cure some sick person who was lying ~ 
at the point of death, he would hold this rite in the big medicine-teepee, ~ 
and the entire tribe would be allowed to witness it. I often watched this as 
a youngster, and to this day I marvel over what I saw. I have never seen © 
any old Indian who could explain it. ‘f 
An hour or so preceding one of these medicine-lodges the camp crier 
would go through the camp crying out the news that the ‘medicine-man © 
was preparing to talk with the spirits’. This caused great excitement in — 
camp. The entire tribe would go early to the medicine-lodge in order to get 
seats; for only about one hundred could get inside of the lodge, and the 
rest had to stay outside and listen to the weird ceremony. Our mother © 
would take us children with her and bundle us close to her on the women’s ‘ 
side of the lodge. ‘_ 
As we sat and looked on with eyes agape, the medicine-man’s assistant — 
would erect four poles in the centre of the big lodge and tie them together — 
at the top in tripod fashion. Under these poles there was an area about © 
twelve feet across. In this area the assistant, with the help of four men, — 
would drive into the ground a series of sharp pegs, placing them at in- — 
tervals of about an inch apart until the entire area was covered. These pegs ~ 
were so sharp at the top that they would go through a man’s foot if stepped 
upon. In the centre of the twelve-foot area a little square was left clear, a — 
place just large enough for a man to stand in. The only way one could — 
reach this area over the sharp pegs was to jump into it, and that seemingly 4 
would mean serious injury or death. 
- The medicine-man would now enter with four men. These men would © 
undress him, leaving only his breech-cloth on his body, and then lay — 
him down on his back. They would place his two hands together, palm to 
palm, and with a strong rawhide thong they would bind his two thumbs 
together so tightly that they would sometimes bleed. Ba would place | 
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each pair of fingers together and bind them together in the same way. ho 





_ Then they would: go down to his feet and tie his two big toes together, 


pulling with all their strength to bind them as tightly as they could. 
_ Now they would take a hide about the size of a blanket and roll it tightly 
‘around him from head to foot, like a cigar wrapper. Around this wrapper 
they would twine him up from neck to ankles with a stout rawhide thong, 
winding it tightly around and around his body at intervals of every inch 
down the length of his form until he was securely bound. And still another 
hide was wound tightly around his motionless form. Now, as he lay 
helpless on the ground, he resembled a long brown cigar. Literally, he 
could not move a finger. 
The assistants would now raise the medicine-man to a standing position 
and carefully balance him on the soles of his bare feet. He would stand 
there for a while like a post. Then gradually he would begin slightly to 
bend his knees and draw them up again, and after a while each bend of 
the knees would take the form of a short jump. These jumps would keep 
increasing in length until finally he would be leaping around and around 
the four poles with startling speed, resembling some ghostly post bobbing 
up and down through the air so fast that the eye could hardly follow him. 
Then, suddenly, with a huge leap, so quickly executed that no one could 
see how he made it, he would dart through space and land with a thud in 
the one-foot clearing in the centre of the area of sharp pegs. He had leaped 
six feet over these dangerous spikes and landed safely in the little 
clearing, which was just big enough to hold his two feet—truly a 
remarkable exploit in itself. 
But he has not yet started the really thrilling part of the ceremony. 
As he stands there in the centre under the poles, still bound securely, he 


commences to sing hs medicine-song, accompanied by the throbbing . 


boom of the big medicine-drum in the hands of his assistant. 
_~What I am going to describe now may seem strange; it is strange, but it 


is exactly what happens. How and why, no one knows. 1 ie 


_ Presently, as the medicine-man stands there singing his weird chant to 
the spirits, voices from above are heard; voices which seem to emanate 
from the opening away up at the top of the big medicine-teepee. As 
everyone can see, there is nothing up there but the night air and the stars 
‘above. Where these voices come from no Indian has ever been able to 
explain. But, according to the medicine-man, they are the voices of the- 
spirits—the spirits with whom he is trying to get in touch. The mystery of 
it is that no one has ever been able to prove that they were anything else. 
__ These voices speak in a language which we cannot understand. Even the 
“medicine-man cannot understand most of them. All he can say is that they 
‘are speaking in foreign tongues, and that they are not the spirits that he 
wants. There were only four spirits whom our medicine-man White Dog 
could understand. I remember the name of only one of them, and that was © 
‘First White Man’. And that name had been with our medicine-man for 
years before our tribe knew that there was a white man on this earth. : 
_As these voices keep chattering down into the lodge, the medicine-man _ 
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rejects them one by one, and continues to ask for one of the Paice 


whom he can understand. Sometimes it takes him many minutes to do — 


this. I remember one or two times when he could not get hold of one of ~ 


them at all, and he had to end the ceremony without accomplishing his 
aim? 

‘But when he did get hold of the spirit whom he was seeking he ond 
become excited and talk away so fast that we could hardly hear what he 
was saying. It seemed that he had to hurry to get in what he wanted to say 


before the spirit departed. If it was a cure he was after, the dying patient - 


lying there in the medicine-lodge would also become excited; and we have 
seen them get up and walk. If it was information the medicine-man was 
seeking, he would make his inquiries in short parables of his own, and he 
would be answered by the spirits in these same unintelligible parables, 
which later had to be explained to us. It was our language, but it was 
phrased in a way that we could not understand. And, furthermore, it was 
the ancient method of speaking our language—the way it was spoken a 
long time ago—and only our oldest men could understand some of the 
phraseology and old words. 

But the part of the ceremony which made us youngsters afraid came at 
the conclusion of the medicine-man’s interview with the spirits. 

These interviews ended in many exciting ways, but always the final 
scene was accompanied by a howling wind, which would start to roar 


across the top of the lodge as the spirits ceased talking. The big medicine- _ 


teepee would rock and quiver under the strain of this wind, as it screeched 
through the poles at the top of the teepee and caused us to shake with 
fright. It was a startling climax. A chaotic medley of noise would come 
down to us from above—from the round opening at the top of the lodge 
where the teepee poles jutted out into the night air. Strange voices 
shrieking in weird pandemonium above the wailing of the winds; the 
clanking and jingling of unknown objects, and then a sudden jerk of the 
entire lodge, a flicker of the flames, a terrifying yell from the medicine- 
man, and then— 


He would disappear right in front of our eyes. But in the same instant ; 


we would hear him yelling for help. And looking up in the direction of his 
voice, we would see him hanging precariously by one foot at the top of the 
lodge, stripped as naked as the day he was born. The only thing that held — 
him from falling and breaking his neck was his foot, which seemed to be 


caught in between the skin covering of the teepee and one of the slanting — 


poles which supported it. 
‘Kokenaytukishpewow! —Hurry!’ he would yell frantically. 


And the men would rush for long poles with which to remove him from _— 


his dangerous, dangling perch at the roof of the lodge, lest he should fall 
and break his neck. 
How he got there, no one knows; but he said that the spirits left him 


there on their way out. But the greatest puzzle to us youngsters was how he F 


got stripped of all those stout bindings! 


I have seen some miraculous things done by the old-time medicine-men, 
who have practically passed out of existence and taken all of their uncanny — & 


26 a i 











knowledge with them. I have seen them send messages for a distance of 
many miles merely by going into their teepee and sitting down, ‘thinking 
the message’ to the other camp. There were quite a few old Indians who 
could ‘receive’ these messages. I have seen them cure dying people, and I 
have known them to foretell with accuracy the outcome of future events. 

Lest it might be assumed that I am a little over credulous of the 
medicine-man because I am an Indian, I am going to relate an incident 
which happened to the missionary on the Blackfoot Indian Reserve some 
time ago. This missionary, the Reverend Canon Stocken, who is still in 
charge of the Indian Mission on the Blackfoot Reserve at Gleichen, 
Alberta, had always doubted the stories the Indians told him about the 
strange doings of their medicine-men. And he had for years preached 
against medicine-practices before these Indians, and tried to instil into 
them the same doubts he had as to their effectiveness. But to me and 
others this reverend gentleman has had to admit that he is still marvelling 
overt the following incident which was brought to his own door. 

One day, a few years ago, Canon Stocken was sitting in his mission 
study preparing a sermon, when a knock came at his door. He opened the 
door and found the renowned Blackfoot chief, Crow Shoe, standing 
silently in front of him. 

In the Blackfoot language, which the canon speaks fluently, he said to 
the. chief: 

‘Hello. What has brought you here?’ 

‘I want you to take my picture,’ said Chief Crow Shoe. 

The canon thought this was very strange; for he had never before seen 
an Indian of these parts who would consent to have his photograph taken 
—through superstition. 

‘Why, what for? Why do you want your picture taken?’ inquired the 
canon with surprise. 

‘I am going to die,’ replied Crow Shoe nonchalantly, ‘and I want my: 
people to have a picture of me.’ 

- ‘Going to die?’ 

“Yes—Wednesday morning.’ 

‘Who said you were going to die?’ 

‘I have just come from a visit with the Crees up on the Red Deer, and 
their medicine-man held a Miteyawin and told me that a ghost had shot a 
poison dart through me, and that I am going to die Wednesday morning.’ 

“You are foolish to believe such nonsense,’ admonished the canon. ‘Go 
home to your people and forget that; you are not going to die.’ 

“Yes I am—and I want a picture taken so that my people can 
remember me.’ 

Crow Shoe spoke with such assurance that Canon Stocken was at a loss 
to know what to do. He tried every persuasion he could think of to get 
Chief Crow Shoe to go home and forget about the Cree medicine-man, but . 
the chief stood staunchly in his tracks and refused. So, to satisfy him, the 
canon finally got his camera and took his picture standing in the doorway 
of the mission—a superb figure, more than six feet tall in his moccasins, 
his braided hair flowing in two glossy streaks over his buckskin shirt and © 
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ote day when I was about ten years old, one of the half- breed 


that one of the kegs of liquor which he was ae up oc to ; 
buffalo robes had been stolen the night before, near our camp, an 
wanted to know if the medicine-man could tell him anything ab 
ffering him money if he could. 
Our medicine-man White Dog held a Hae sia lodge, and whe 


when he would come upon an ‘old man’. Between the legs of this old 
he would find the liquor. The trader did as he was told, and at that p 
he came upon a tree whose two huge bottom roots resembled the legs of 
an. He searched between these roots and found his keg of liquor sec 
hidden there beneath the ground. The way the medicine-man i ed 


ancient tree whose roots had been bared with age. 





_ _Thé Rite of the Buffalo Head - 


I shall never forget the first time I witnessed the medicine-man’s startling 
incantations over the dead buffalo head, which is a special ceremony 
performed when out on war parties. I was young and I was so scared that I 
ran. We were camping at Shell Creek, south of the Milk River in Mon- 
tana, when one night the band of Crows whose spy we had killed, caught 
us off guard and crept into our camp and drove away our entire herd of 
horses. The next day our band decided to chase the Crows and avenge this 
raid. Our aim was to recapture our own ponies and to take all of the horses 
possessed by the Crows, if we could. 

Whenever a war party of this nature was to start out, the leader always 
first consulted the medicine-man to find out what sort of luck the party 
would have. The chief would go to the medicine-man and ‘offer him the 
pipe’. If the medicine-man ‘accepted’ the pipe—smoked it—that meant 
that he would accept the responsibility of advising for or against the party 
and that he would go with it. And the chief would give him the names of 
all those who were to be of the party. The medicine-man would then in- 
struct the chief to meet him at a given place on the following night, and he 
would tell him ‘what the spirits said’ about their luck. 

After the chief had left, the medicine-man would hold his incantations 
with the ‘spirits’ and secure his ‘vision’ as to the outcome of the venture. 

When the chief called the next night the medicine-man would tell him 
how many we should ‘take’—kill—and how many the enemy would ‘take’; 
and if we were to ‘take’ many more than the enemy he would advise the 
chief to go ahead and have the fight. : 

The medicine-man accompanied every war party; and on every fourth 
night out, while they were looking for the enemy, he would hold another 
communion with the ‘spirits’ to see if luck was still with them. 

To get in touch with the ‘spirits’ while out on the warpath, the 
medicine-man had to have the head of a freshly killed buffalo. I was very 
young when we went against the Crows on this trip, but I can well 
remember it; for I was scared nearly out of my wits by what happened. | 

‘On the fourth night out the medicine-man White Dog told some braves 
to go out and scout around for a buffalo and bring back its head. It was 
early afternoon. The men were gone for several hours, but when they 
returned they said that they could find no buffalo. The buffalo was fast 
disappearing from the plains then, and it was only when in the north that 
one could be found at all. 

White Dog received this news with no apparent sign of worry. He said 
he would have a nap in his teepee. But he was not in there long. He came 
out a little while afterwards and said that he had had a dream. He said: 

“You braves follow this river up for a distance of ‘‘six buffalo arrows” 
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ieee one eile) and then cross ee river and climb over a utt 
__ will find on the other side. When you come up on top of the butte 
see an antelope grazing in the distance. It will be getting dark. ( 
- close as you can to this antelope, and then look sharply and you will see a 4 
lone buffalo grazing “two buffalo arrows” away. Work your way — 
towards this buffalo under cover of the antelope, gradually driving it 


ne towards the buffalo; and then when you are close enough, kill the buffalo’ 


The braves went out, and they returned after dark with a dripping — 

buffalo head swinging ona long pole over their shoulders. 

A huge bonfire was built in the centre of the camp, and after a while the. | 
- medicine-man came out and had the buffalo head laid in front of the fire. : 
He then started to make queer noises, pointing to the buffalo head and - 
raising his hands to the starlit sky. He sang a song and watched. 

That night they put the buffalo head outside of the camp a little way, 
_ and the men went out and formed around it in a semicircle, facing the 
direction in which we were travelling. Afterwards the medicine-man White _ 
Dog came out and took a position in the centre of the semicircle and began — 
to sing. When he started singing the coyotes started to sing, too, setting up 
a mournful howl all along the river-bank. After he had sung his first song — 
he told the rest to keep their eyes on the buttalo head and see ‘if there were — 
any unusual signs’. If so, he said, it was good, and they must give thanks. — 

Then he started to sing a second song, and when he came to the part 
where he mentioned the buffalo head, sparks came out of the left eye, then 
the right, and then the left again. And next the buffalo head started ee ¢ 
wag from side to side, just like a buffalo that had been brought down by a 
bullet. Smoke came out of its nostrils, and it panted. 

We youngsters were supposed to be in bed, but two of my playmates and — 
I had slipped out of our pallets and were standing behind the men, 
unknown to them. When we saw the sparks coming out of the buffalo’s 
_ eyes we were at first too scared to move. But when it started to snort and — 


move, we let out a yell and turned on our heels and ran as fast as we could — 
_. out into the darkness of the prairies. We did not know where we were 


going; we just tore away with all the speed we had. Had the men not run ~ 
and overtaken us and brought us back, we probably would have been a 
fatally lost. y, 
When we got back to camp the men told us not to be scared; for the | 
buffalo head had told us that our venture against the Crows was going to 
_ be successful. Our mothers laughed at us for being scared, and then oe | : 
_us to bed again. As they tucked us back under our buffalo robes, ey 
made us angry when they said: ‘After this we shall have to watch our 
“little girls’’.’ | 
The next morning White Dog interpreted to the tribe the ‘vision’ he nade : 
received over the buffalo head. He said that the spirits still spoke 
_ favourably of our prospects against the Crows. He said that we were goi 
to see the enemy on the following day, and that we were going to bos 
four of them. 
On the following morning when we resumed our journey we saw aon 
- commotion ahead of us—lots of moving objects. When we went close 
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saw that they were a huge herd of jumping deer—several hundred of them. 

_ These were in a big circle, a hundred feet across. This circle was four feet 
deep. The antelopes had eaten the black earth down to that depth. We 
had no horses with us—the Crows had all of them—and so we had to go 
back to the old Indian burden-bearer, the dog. We had all of our camping 
effects packed on the backs of our dogs or trailing behind them on the 
travaux. It was almost impossible to get our dogs across this deep area of 
black earth. They were packed so heavily that we had to roll them over the 
boggy portions, lest they should stick in the mud up to their bellies 
and stay there. We had to roll them over logs, too. 

We passed Shell Creek and struck out for the ‘High Hills’—the Rocky 
_ Mountains. We came to the foot of a mountain which we called ‘Snow 
Never Melts’. When we arrived at the foot of this mountain, our medicine- 
man told us to lie down at the foot of the rising slope and keep still; for he 
saw a hunting party going home with meat. They were Sahpos—Crows! 

We lay there until the hunters disappeared beyond a ridge, and shortly 
afterwards a buffalo bull appeared from the ridge and came in our 
direction. It stopped about 200 yards from us and stamped its feet and 
stuck out its tail. Among Indians this is a signal for the Indians to walk 
back and forth on their horses. The buffalo did this twice, and came to 
within about a hundred yards of where we were lying. Suddenly it 
disappeared over the brink of another ridge, and White Dog shouted, 
‘Shoot him!’ But it was too late. 

This buffalo was nothing more than two Crow Indians disguised in one 
of their ‘spying suits’. Indians often disguised themselves as wolves, 
buffalo and antelope. This ‘buffalo’ was trying to find out what we were; 
what tribe. And when we did not give it a signal they knew that we were an 
enemy. 

We followed in the direction in which the hunters had gone, and when 
we thought that we might be close enough to be in danger, our war chief, 
_ Going Soul, sent out three scouts to find where the Crows were going to 
camp for the night. 

We stopped, and White Dog said that we had better hold a ‘Snow 
Dance’. Whenever Indians intended to raid for horses they always held a 
“Rain Dance’ or a ‘Snow Dance’, to pray for wind and storm under which 
to cover their raid. 

We all crowd around the medicine-man as tightly as we can, and while 
he goes through his incantations and prays for rain, we all join him in a 
chant which beseeches the elements to pour down rain or snow. There is 
not much noise to this dance, but it sometimes lasts for several hours, 
everyone concentrating his thoughts on rain or snow with each beat of the 
drum. ‘Ta-plum, ta-plum, ta-plum’—goes the drum. ‘Give rain, give 
fain, give rain’—go our thoughts. 

When the scouts returned they told us that it was the band of Crows 
_ whom we were seeking. They were camped at a distance of about “twenty 
_ buffalo arrows’ from where we were—about four miles—(one ‘buffalo 
~ arrow’ was about 350 yards, or the longest distance at which our tribe had 

killed a buffalo with an arrow). The scouts said that the Crows were 
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_ had recognized their presence in the buffalo hide. 











camped in a large coulée along the edge of the foothills (of; 
and it was evident, they said, that the Crow spies did not Suspte : 


_ Owing to the fact that we had not dared to do any hunting, lest we. 
should disclose our presence to the enemy, we had nothing to eat that — 
night; so Chief Going Soul said that we would kill a stray horse which we © 
had picked up earlier in the day—one that had evidently got away from — 
the Crows—and have a horse feast. Indians did not like to kill their — 
mounts, but they were forced to whenever they were caught out without 
_ food. We killed the horse, and we were all given pieces of it to roast on the — 
end of long green sticks. We built our fire in a little ravine along the river- 
bank and stretched some butfalo robes over it on four poles, so that its 
smoke would not glow as it went up into the skies. 
_. After our meal the chief made all of us strip off and go into the river and a 
wash ourselves thoroughly, using for soap the fine black silt at the bottom 
of the stream. We scrubbed our bodies until they glowed, to remove all 
odours of the horseflesh we had eaten. If any of these odours should — 
remain on us the enemy’s. horses would stampede when it reached their — 


nostrils in the darkness. Horses are frightened at the smell of their own — 


flesh, especially horse fat, and they go wild when they scent it. As we had ; 


to sneak up on the enemy’s camp and take their horses while they were 


asleep, we could not risk a disturbance in the herd while we were at work. 
That night we followed our scouts to a point on a high butte where we : 
- could look down upon the camp of the Crows. It was situated in a large 
coulée—ravine—and was enclosed on all sides but one by the surrounding ~ 
_buttes and foothills. We crept down to the open end of the camp under the 
cover of darkness and lay there for what seemed several hours, waiting for 
the Crows to go to sleep. There was a water-hole near us, and we could see 
the Crows coming and going from this hole with their water bladders. Out 
of revenge some of our men wanted to crawl down to the water-hole a 
sneak off a Crow scalp, but White Dog and the chief would not allow them — 
to. They said that we had come not to shed blood, but to take back our 


horses and those of the Crows, to teach them a lesson, 


undergrowth once in a while to let the horses know that they were comii 


After midnight Chief Going Soul whispered the order to crawl into the 
Crow camp. The braves left the women and us children where we were, — 
with instructions to seek safety in the opposite direction if we heard the | 
‘bay of a grey wolf twice’. That was our signal—we had men in the tribe, 
scouts, who could give the call of these animals so perfectly that the most — 
experienced ear could not detect the difference. “i 

Our mothers allowed some of us boys to creep along behind our fathers ! 
to the edge of the camp, so that we could watch what they did. When our — 

_ fathers saw us they told us to lie on the right side of the camp entrance, — 
- and when the horses came down that way to rise on our feet and wave our 
arms, and ‘sh-sh’ them the other way; and they told us to be sure to run 
back to our mothers before they got back. e 

As we lay there we watched our fathers crawl away from us on their 
bellies, pushing their muzzle-loaders in front of them and rustling th ‘ 
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so that they would not be frightened. Now and then one of them would a 
up and stand still for a moment, to let the horses see him and to ease the 
fear of the dogs in the camp. 


The Crows had a log corral for their horses, and the camp was set up all 
around it except on one side, the south; so our fathers made for this side, 
and as we lay there we could hear them removing the logs from a section of 
that side. When some of the Crow dogs set up a chorus of barking, two of 
our scouts set up a chorus of coyote ‘yipping’ to make the Crows believe 
that the dogs were barking at these. We heard a baby start crying in one of 
the Crow teepees, and it seemed that the mother put her hand over its 
mouth. One of our boys said in a loud whisper: ‘If I had a gun I would 
shoot into the teepee and quiet that little gopher—bad dog Crow!’ We 
_ told him that if he did not keep his tongue in his mouth we would tie his 
hands and feet and leave him there—and he was quiet after that. 

The Indians always tied their favourite saddle-horses right at the doors 
of their teepees, so that they could mount them quickly and be after 
anyone who disturbed their camp; and also to protect them in case anyone 
should try to raid their horses. Our men were very bold that night; for we 
could see them sneaking up on these special mounts at the teepee doors 
and unloosening them. There were two fine black-and-grey pintos in front 
of the chief's teepee, and they got these, too, all bridled and ready for 
riding. 

Pretty soon we heard the thumping of horses’ feet coming our way, and 
this boy who had spoken about the Crow baby got up and ran—he was 
afraid that we were going to tie him. Just a few horses came by us, and we 
Kept waiting for the others, but in a moment we saw our fathers coming: 
and we ran. When we got back to our mothers our fathers told them that 
the Crows had built a double corral—with a partition in the centre—and 
that they had found this out too late to get at the other horses which were 
next to the camp inside the corral. All of their best horses were in that 
' side, and we had got the poorest of the lot, which was their aim in case 
they should be raided. 

But our braves had fooled them in one respect: they had been bold 
enough to undo those prize mounts at the teepee doors and fetch them 
back with their Indian bridles and saddles already on them. Our chief 
laughed at this; for he said that if the Crows should awake and find their 
horses gone they would have to make bridles before they could chase us. 

We made our way eastward rather leisurely, considering what we had 
done, and daylight was on us before we had got very far from the Crow 
camp. In the early hours of dawn we could see the big camp lying back 
_ there in the coulee. In the soft brown moonlight of mid-dawn it looked like 
_ a big snow-bank. When we got-up on a ridge from which we could watch 

the camp, we made a halt, and White Dog and our older men smoked. 
Our spies could detect no movement in the Crow camp. They must have | 
_ thought that we had not seen them on the afternoon before; for they had 
evidently taken no precautions against us, 
__ When we started on again we abandoned the ridge and rode down into 
_ the river valley where the travelling was easier. We had not gone more 
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oe “than ‘ree ‘les hen we heard a noise, ana we Tooker 
were the Crows firing at us from the top of a big cut-bank 
Tiley had been smarter than we thought they were. They had s 

of their camp right behind us, and headed us off, evidently’ using t 
bridles they had left and allowing the other horses to follow the leader— _ 

guiding them with their knees in the Indian fashion. aes oe 

White Dog yelled for the women and children to make for the river- 
bank, and he and our braves rode ahead to meet the Crows. White Dog, — 
who had been riding ahead of us, had been hit in the chest by a bullet, and : 

blood was running from his mouth. a 

Fortunately, some of our men had continued travelling along the ridge 
above us, and the Crows did not know this; for they were taken by surprise — 
| when they came riding down upon them. As they assailed the Crows from — 
_ their left, White Dog and our chief raced around the edge of the cut-bank — 
and struck them on their right. The Crows were willing to fight it out, but — 
their horses were not. They became frightened at the gunfire, and their 
riders having no bridles to hold them in, they began to buck. They bucked — 
and swapped ends in all directions, as the Crows tried to level their 

muzzle-loaders and fire at us. The Crows fought bravely, but aiming and 

shooting and riding a bucking horse at the same time proved too much for — 
them; and one by one they were thrown to the ground and were forced to | 
retreat afoot. | 

Several Crows who had bridles on their horses turned and followed the — 
rest on horseback, and our men wanted to chase them; but our chief said — 
that we’d had enough bloodshed and he ordered them to keep with er y 
band. ‘ 
When the excitement was over three Crows were lying dead upon the 
cut-bank, and trails of blood told that many others had been hit. We 
rounded up all of their abandoned horses, and we now had more horses p 
than we had before the Crows raided us. 

The bullet which had struck White Dog in the chest had only bruised 
his skin—it had struck his breast-plate of round elk shin-bones and : 
flattened out and dropped down into his fire-bag. But the blow of the © 
bullet against his chest caused blood to come out of his mouth for several — 
hours. 

After we got out of this predicament we travelled till late that night, and " 
then we stopped and slept all of the next day. The next morning our men ~ 
went out and killed some antelope, and we had our first good meal since — 
we left home. Pe 

But while we were eating, White Dog said: ‘Hurry up; we are not the d 
only people around this district.’ Sensing that something was wine 












lains. 
We had gone about a half-mile when we crossed the bed of a tae cree c 
A ridge crossed the creek at this point. White Dog was riding at the heat 
of our party with two others, Thunder Face, a scout; and Chief Go 
Soul. As they came to the top of the ridge, we saw White Dog signal 
two companions to stand back while he peered over the ridge alo 
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“soon as White Dog looked over the ridge he jerked himself back quickly _ a 








_ crossways, signalling that something was ahead of us. Then they came 


- signal for us to do likewise. After tying their ponies our men went up and > 
joined White Dog and the chief and the scout, leaving us youngsters back 

_ with the women. Soon we heard a lot of firing, and we knew that there was 
a fight. 

_ When our men came back they told us that they had ambuscaded a> 
party of forty Crows who had evidently been out looking for us. The Crows 

_ were struck with bewilderment when our fire hit them; they stood still and 

could not tell where it was coming from until half of them had been hit. 
Then, realizing that they were hopelessly at the mercy of a superior force, 
they crawled to the river-bank and disappeared over its edge into the 
darkness of the night that had already overtaken us. When our men 
started to follow them, our chief said: ‘No, let them go back to the Crows 
and tell them what happened to their party, that they may be taught that 
we cannot be trapped.’ 

White Dog, the medicine-man, went out on to the field and pulled in — 
four dead Crows and stretched them in a line on the ground in front of us. 
Then he started to sing one of his medicine-songs over them. And while he 
was singing he said that there were going to be tour shots, and on the 
fourth shot we were all to turn to the right-about and start for home. We 
did that, and before we had gone a hundred yards a big blizzard broke 
down upon us. We rushed back to the field and searched it for all the 
Crow blankets we could find; for though it was still early spring, we were 


and said something to the other two, and they waved their blankets at us, _ i 


- down and tied their ponies at the bottom of the dry creek, which was a 


not prepared for this. Our men rushed down the river-bank and found all 


of the blankets of the Crows who had escaped. They had piled their 
blankets and buffalo robes on the river-bank and swum across, evidently 

intending to return and get them. We took these and others from the dead ~ 
Crows. 


When we started off a lot of Crow horses, riderless and with their bridle- _ ‘ 


reins dangling in front of them, came up to us through the howling 
_ darkness and followed us like dogs in the blizzard. A few moments before — 

they had been wild, kicking broncos. Now, awed by the screeching 
elements, they sought human contact rather than face the blizzard alone. — 
_ When our braves went up to them to remove their Indian bridles, so that 

they could join our herd without stumbling and breaking their necks, 
they stopped dead still and pushed their bodies back on stiff, trembling 


legs, and stood, wild-eyed but trustful, while our men gently removed their 


rawhide bridles and grass-mat saddles. Then they kicked up their heels — 
and whinnied and joined our own herd. 


\_ Wewound all of our heavy robes and blankets around us and faced the © oe 


Dlizzard as White Dog had told us to. He said that it was the belated storm 
_which he asked for in his ‘Snow Dance’, and that the Spirits had perhaps 
sent it late to protect us from some unknown danger. The snow-laden 





“northern winds howled at us mercilessly and stung our eyes to the quick - ok 






th blinding chunks of snow, but we kept on. We travelled without a halt 


wi 





until it broke early the next morning. Then we all stopped and dug into j 
the snow and pitched our camp. As we dug our beds into the snow and — 
curled up to sleep, we wondered if the Crows had got home alive without 


their blankets and horses. 

When we awoke many hours later we discovered that one of our 
warriors, Roving Night Eagle, was missing. His wife said that he had not 
been with us at any time during the storm, but she had thought that he 
was with the horses. Roving Night Eagle was the best marksman in our 
tribe, a brave of great renown on the war-path. Now the Crows had got 
him. Some of our braves were angry at this; for, they said, White Dog had 
told us that we were going to ‘take’ four of the enemy and that we were not 
going to ‘give’ any of our number to the Crows. White Dog ordered them 


to stop the discussion, saying that the ‘Spirits never spoke falsely’ to him, © 


and that ifthey had told him that, it was right. 

It was the first time White Dog had ever given out a forecast that did not 
come true! And some of our older men said that his medicine powers must 
be waning and that he ought to go out into the wilderness alone and train 
for four months, to recoup these powers. (Medicine-men always did that 
when they found their medicine growing ‘weak’; and then they would 


return to their people and sweep everything before them.) But White Dog | 


insisted that the spirits were still ‘with him’, and no one could convince 
him otherwise. 
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V@hiel Carry-the Kettle 


This was the blizzard of early spring. When we journeyed on and reached 


the upper Missouri River—Montana—the ice was breaking, and we © 


decided to wait until the floes had passed before risking our horses and 


our lives in the swift-flowing, ice-jammed torrent. White Dog and Going 


Soul decided that we should go down the river a little way to look for a 
good camping-place. To do this we had to ‘travel high’ to keep out of the 
slush; so we went back up the south butte again and made_our way slowly 
eastward. 

‘It was mid-afternoon when White Dog stopped his horse and signed 
back to us to halt. He and Thunder Face, the scout, came back and said 
that there was a big camp of Indians on the river-bank ahead of us; and 
they called a council of the chiefs and council-men to decide what to do. 
From the paintings on the teepees they could not make out what tribe they 
were, but the council decided that they were sure we had left all of the 


hostile band of Crows west of us. And so they decided that the best thing | 


to do would be to ask the Indians who they were, before approaching 
them. 

So White Dog rode up on the ridge and shouted, ‘Ho-h!’ 

And then in the sign language he asked them to sign back the name of 
their tribe. They signed back that they were Gros Ventres and North 
Assiniboines all camped together; and they asked us who we were. White 
Dog signed back that we were Blackfeet. This did not seem to put them at 
ease, for they signed back, asking, ‘Which Blackfeet?’ 
~ White Dog and Going Soul were at a loss to know what to tell them; for 
our band had in it members of all four of the Blackfoot bands—the North 
Blackfeet, the South Blackfeet, the Bloods, and the Piegans—and White 


Dog was not sure which of these bands might be held as enemies by the - 


Assiniboines, who were Northern Sioux of Assiniboia—now Saskat- 
chewan—and were strangers along the Missouri. So he finally decided on 


aruse. He stood up and made the sign of the Crees, and then he walked a __ 


few paces to the right and made the sign of the Kootenays. Then he 
stepped midway between these two points and indicated that we lived 


between these two tribes. The Gros Ventres and Assiniboines signed back 4 


that they did not know any Blackfeet who lived between these two tribes; 


‘so we ‘must be all right’, they said. And they invited us to come into their 
pene: 


had taken from the Crows; and they said that we must be great warriors. 
And they were pleased ; for they were enemies of the Crows, too. 

Before our warriors got off their horses we saw the Assiniboine chief 
oing around the mounted group, looking at all of their shields, which 
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We rode into their camp and paraded before them all of the horses we : 


pn 








were tied on the shoulders of the mounts, And soon rhe went up oe our ck 
and held out his hand and said: ‘It seems that we are not enemies. I have 
looked at all of the medicine paintings on your shields, and I do not 

remember seeing any of them in any of our battles with the Blackfeet. * 

They shook hands, and we all felt friendly right away. 

All of the chiefs and council-men and medicine-men of the three tribes 
got together and held a council. When it was over they sent a ‘camp-crier’ 
through the big camp to notify everyone that we were all going to have a 
big feast and hold an ‘I Saw Dance’ that night. An I Saw Dance is a dance 
in which all of the most renowned warriors of the tribe relate their most 
famous exploits on the war-path; and after they have related it the drums 
start to beat, and then they dance and re-enact the fight as it actually 
happened—selecting others to be their victims. 

Naturally, we youngsters looked upon this with great favour; for with us 
in that massive camp we had some of the most noted Indian warriors who 
ever graced the American plains. Most famous among them was Chief 
Carry-the-Kettle, head-chief of the Assiniboines, who was then an old 
man but who lived to pass the century mark and died only in 1923 on the 
Assiniboine Reserve at Sintaluta, Saskatchewan, at the age of 107. 

We also had with us the famous Assiniboine scout, Runs-with-Another, 
who was General Nelson A. Miles’s personal scout in the Nez Perce War 
against Chief Joseph, and who was later decorated for his valour by 
President Grant. Then there was Chief Atsistamokon, famous Blackfoot 
chief and medicine-man, who had the most unusual fighting career of any 
Indian within historic times. 

But the most unique character at this historic assemblage was Mrs. 
Good Elk, a famous Assiniboine beauty who had been stabbed seven times 
by the Blackfeet in the Blackfoot massacre, ‘one camp’ north of 
Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, a few years before. Here she was for the first — 
time facing some of the warriors who killed her entire family and who 
stabbed her and left her for dead on that memorable battle-field. 
Unknown to the Assiniboines at that moment, we had in our band a 
number of the Northern Blackfeet who took part in that conflict against 
the Assiniboines. In fact, Chief Atsistamokon was the Blackfoot medicine- 
man who ied the advance party against the Assiniboines. 

Mrs. Good Elk was a very, beautiful woman who had two tattoo marks 
running down from the corners of her mouth to the edge of her chin, and 
our Blackfoot warriors recognized her at once; for she had been famous 
among all tribes of the plains for her unusual looks. When they espied her 
among the Assiniboines these Blackfoot warriors went over and crowded 
around her and gave her the Blackfoot greeting of pleasure used when one 
has not seen a friend for a long time. They raised their right hands and 
said: ‘Hie-hie-hie-hie-hie!’ Far from resenting the presence of her 
former enemies, Mrs. Good Elk was very pleased to be greeted by them. 
She looked at them one by one and smiled and nodded her head. And she 
asked if the fellow were there who stabbed her. ; 

‘What did this fellow look like?’ asked Chief Atsistamokon. 

‘O-waya-washtay!’ she exclaimed, sweeping her two hands down her ~ 5 
face. ‘Very good looking!’ ie 
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S “Ww at ould ou ide if you thou see hist Hee a? the chief asked 
. _ ‘Throw my arms around him and kiss him,’ she replied, carrying her: 
arms through the motions of an embrace. neg 
_ But Mrs. Good Elk’s sister wes very angry and incensed at the presence 
of the Blackfeet. She went into her teepee and sat down and began to 
‘Sharpen a big buffalo knife. She scolded and threatened us youngsters 
when we went into her teepee with some Assiniboine children, and we went 
to our elders and told them what she was doing—sharpening her knife ‘to 
_get a Blackfoot for every member of her family who had been killed’. 
- Some of the Assiniboines heard of this, and they went into her teepee 
‘and tried to talk her into friendship with the Blackfeet. But she was 
implacable, and when her sister, Mrs. Good Elk, went into her teepee she 
handed her the knife and told her to ‘use it on her enemies’. Mrs. Good 
‘Elk strapped the knife around her waist and came out of the teepee, 
sending us youngsters scurrying away with fright. We thought she was 
going to start a fight. But, instead, she went back to the group of Black- 
feet and resumed her conversation with dignified friendliness. 

Mrs. Good Elk married one of the Blackfoot warriors; and she is still 
living—on the Assiniboine Reserve at Sintaluta, Saskatchewan. Though 
nearly eighty, she is still very handsome. 

_ There was one other Assiniboine who was raging in his teepee to get at 
‘the Blackfeet. His name was E-ah-chee-cha—Queer Talker—and he 
refused to come out of his teepee to greet us. He lay there in his teepee in a 
reclining position, uttering muffled threats to any of us youngsters who 
‘should go too near him. It was E-ah-chee-cha who had chased the 
wounded Blackfeet in their battle with his tribe, and killed them one by 
‘one along the trail—and he still had nothing but the bitterest hatred for 
us. Chief Path-Maker, a fine young Assiniboine minor chief who still rules 
his tribe, volunteered to take charge of these two Assiniboines and prevent 
them from carrying out any of their hatred against the Blackfeet—; for the 
rest of the Assiniboines were very friendly towards us. 
_, We children were very happy in the big, massed encampment of the | 
‘three illustrious tribes of Assiniboine, Blackfeet and Gros Ventres. The 
teepees of the huge camp were all thrown in a large circle more than a 
half-mile around. These teepees were painted in all colours of the rain- 
‘bow, each painted differently and bearing the ‘medicine’ crests of the 
family that occupied it. 
__ The sun of early spring shone brightly on our big, happy camp as we ran 
‘back and forth between the teepees and the river, playing games and 
‘getting acquainted. We could not talk with one another except through 
the sign language, but we shouted our glee just the same. 
_ We had heard our fathers talk so much about the fights between the _ 
Blackfeet and Assiniboines that we youngsters wanted to hold a ‘play 
ttle’ with the Assiniboine youngsters, but our older people would not 
low us to do that. They were afraid that some of us would inflict ac- 
dental injury on some of the young Assiniboines and start a fight bet- | 
ween | the tribes. So we had to content ourselves with wrestling, throwing _ 
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heavy stones, and riding bucking colts, to show off our prowess. 





Our mothers sat out in front of their teepees, keeping a close watch on — 
us to see that we conducted ourselves properly in front of the ‘stranger — 
Indians’, and to make sure that we did not start a contest that might hurt — 


one of our hosts and start a fight. 

But if they had only known it, fighting was the last thing in our minds. 
We were all so glad to see some other youngsters like ourselves that we 
looked upon them as our brothers, and we did everything possible to be 


friendly and get acquainted, so that we could laugh at one another in our 


pranks—of which the Indian boy is so fond. 

The older braves seemed to be happy, too. They busied themselves 
constructing the huge council lodge in which we were to hold the I Saw 
Dance that night. They were taking down a lot of the smaller teepees and 


stretching them over poles and turning them into one big enclosure, where — 


we could all seat ourselves for the dance. Our mothers and sisters, like all 
Indian women, sunny and happy in all circumstances, sat around their 
teepees enjoying with placid cackles the unique situation and the crowds 
and the bustle which so delights Indian nature. 


We feasted that night on buffalo pemmican, which no other tribe can — 


make better than the Assiniboines. Pemmican, the chief article of food of 
the Indian during winter, is made of dried buffalo meat cut into bits and 
mixed with saskatoon berries. After it has been put into buffalo bladders 
and hot fat has been poured over it, it will keep for months and years 
without spoiling. It is the Indian’s only ‘canned’ food; the only food he 
can lay by for the winter months. 


After the feast we all filed into the big council lodge and seated our- — 


selves for the I Saw Dance. 

Five of the most renowned warriors of the three tribes had been selected 
to re-enact their most famous exploits on the war-path. These fifteen 
_ stalwarts came into the lodge after we had been seated, and they took their 
seats on the right and left of the chiefs, who sat facing us in a semicircle at 
the far end of the lodge. 

All of these warriors were stripped down to the breech-cloths ee ike 
feathered war decorations which adorned their heads. They all had their 
old war wounds freshly painted on their bodies, according to the custom of 
Indians on festive occasions. Some of these wounds were so cleverly 
reproduced that one could not tell them from the original gaping wounds 


over which they were painted. They also had the terrible scars of the Sun ~ 


Dance reproduced on their chests in all their bloody detail. 

It was an imposing assemblage of old-time warriors. There were “three- 
feather’ men and ‘four-feather’ men and ‘war-bonnet’ men; there were 
chiefs and medicine-men galore. A three-feather man was one who had 


killed three men in battle and was entitled to wear three eagle feathers — 
tipped with red horse-hair dangling from the crown of his head. Those — 


who had killed more than four men on the war-path were wearing their 
war-bonnets of many eagle feathers made into an elaborate head-dress. 


The warriors wore other feathers in their hair to show how many times 


they had been wounded. One eagle feather split down the centre meant 
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that they wearer had eet sdunded’ once by an atrow. ‘An opto feather 





once by a bullet. Some of the warriors wore many of these feathers, 
" showing that they had been wounded many times. 
_ All ofthe fifteen warriors who were to take part in the I Saw Dance had 
many of these ‘wound’ and ‘scalp’ feathers adorning their heads; and 
_ their bodies were covered with old wounds, which had been touched up 
with paint to make them fresh again. We boys sat and counted them, and 
_we tried to figure out among ourselves which was the greatest hero. In- 
' dians always permitted their youngsters to witness these warlike displays, 
_ that they might inspire us to emulate the bravery of our fathers and en- 
courage us to be great warriors. 

Chief Carry-the-Kettle, being the oldest war-chief present, was the first 
to be called upon to relate his exploits in the I Saw Dance. I shall never 
forget the impressive dignity of this wonderful gentleman of the plains. 

_ The hero of a dozen escapades that would set at naught the wildest dreams 
of the imagination, Chief Carry-the-Kettle was leading his people to war 

when Sitting Bull, Crow Foot and Pound Maker were still in their infancy. 
And yet he survived until 1923, when Sitting Bull and the rest of the 
frontier chiefs had become little more than mythical figures of history. 

Though Chief Carry-the-Kettle had killed more than a hundred men on 
the war-path, there was something in his face that was truly spiritual—a 
remarkable gleam of human goodness that made him bigger in my eyes 
than any man I have seen. When he had to refer to his killings on the war- 
path he did it with a whimsical air of apology which made it evident that it 

_was distasteful to him. In spite of his destructive record, Chief Carry-the- 
Kettle was one of those men in whose fearless hands a person would gladly 
place his life, if it depended on a matter of fair judgment and the kindness 

of human nature. 

This great chief of the Assiniboines was known throughout the plains in 
the old days as a master runner. We had many times heard of the time 

_ when he had led the Blood band of Blackfeet into the belief that they were 

surrounded by an overwhelming number of Assiniboines by one of his 
feats of speed. By running around a superior number of Bloods under 
cover of the surrounding hills and bobbing up at intervals so that they 


eur a red ball painted on it meant that the wearer had been wounded. 


could see him, Chief Carry-the-Kettle made the Bloods believe that they 


were completely surrounded by the Assiniboines; and thereby he turned | 
into victory what otherwise would have been the complete annihilation of 
himself and his handful of Assiniboine warriors. We had often heard this 
story related around our camp-fires—how the Assiniboines once fooled 
‘Out tribe into defeat. And now, as it happened, we had the great chief _ 
himself here to tell us how he did it. But we shall let the chief go on with 
the story. i 
_As the war-drums boomed softly to the accompaniment of four tribal 
_ singers who were seated in the centre of the lodge, chanting the dolorous 
“tune of the I Saw Dance, Chief Carry-the-Kettle arose and planted his 
long, feathered scalp-stick on the ground in front of him, holding on to it 
ae his right hand. He stood silent for several seconds, looking 
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meditatively at a scalp which hung in the middle of the stick. Then iting i ; 


his head firmly and looking over towards the Blackfeet, he began: 

‘Hanh-h! 1 am going to tell you about something that happened down 
here in your own country, to your own tribe, the Weh-winchasta 
Seehasapa (Blood-Blackfeet). It is the story you asked me to tell—the time 
Iran and fooled your people. You know it, Blackfeet!’ 

‘Agh, agh, agh! (yes, yes, yes),’ affirmed the Blackfoot warriors, as they 
bent forward and turned their heads to listen. 

‘This was years ago when I was a chief of few winters,’ continued the 
chief. ‘I brought my people, the Assiniboines, out on the war-path to seek 
revenge on the Blackfeet for an attack they had lately delivered on us in 
Assiniboia. We came down here and had crossed the Milk River (Mon- 
tana) when early one morning we saw you for the first time. I was 
travelling a little ahead of my party with my brother Hide Scrapings, when 
‘we saw lots of moving objects ahead of us. It was a hazy morning, and the 
objects danced up and down and changed their form like an ittowapi— 
mirage. We could not tell what they were, but they looked like neither 
antelope nor buffalo. We stopped, and while I was trying to figure out 
what they were, I saw two buffalo two hundred yards away, grazing toward 
a knoll in the distance. My brother wanted to shoot one of them, so that 
we could have a meal of raw buffalo kidneys, but I restrained him. I 
warned him that the objects in the distance might be the enemy. 

‘I told my brother to watch these bobbing forms while I crawled out on 
the flat under cover of the two buffalo and tried to make my way to the 
knoll ahead of us, whence I could get a better view of these queer moving 
things. After a hard crawl I made the top of the knoll. With care I peeped 
slowly over its shoulder—and then I jumped back quickly. I crawled down 
out of view and waved my blanket and signalled to my brother that it was 
the enemy dancing one of their dances out on the open prairies. 

“My brother passed this signal back to my tribe, who had been trudging 
along with no knowledge of what we had seen. They all ran up to my 
brother and asked him what was the matter. I could hear them talking 
loud, and I wanted to get their attention so that I could tell them to keep 
quiet. But I could not catch their eyes until I got right up to them. Then I 
heard one of my men, a man of good counsel, saying that I, their chief, did 


not want to open battle because we were a small party. Another of my — 


braves, a man of much mouth and poor counsel, was arguing that they 
should all run up and attack the enemy and not wait for me to return. 


‘They did not see me until I came upon them. Then they looked at me ~ 


for orders. I told them to stop their talking and to retire a short distance 
that we might hold a war council in safety. 


‘We went back to a small coulée. Then the brave with much mouth ~ 


wanted to know why the brave of good counsel did not want to fight. I told 
them that I would answer that question. I said to them: 
*“You are all of distinguished parentage, and I should not like to take 


the responsibility in case any of you are killed. There are only eight of us 


against many times that number of the enemy. Your chief has spoken.” 
‘Then the man of mouth turned to me and said : 
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‘“ What did we come here for? Did we not come here to fight? Are you” 
now going to back out?” 

*“No, I am not,” I said, “I want you all to die like braves—fighting, | 

not running away. And we shall do that. Your chief has spoken for the last 
time.” 

‘The man of mouth said nothing more; and I ordered my men to strip 
themselves for batile, paint their bodies, line themselves along the coulée 
for an ambuscade, and then leave the rest to me. 

“You know it, Assiniboines!’ exclaimed the chief, looking over towards 
his own people. 

‘How, how, how!’ came the response. 

“Then I threw off my clothes and started to run,’ continued the chief. ‘I 

tan ahead along the coulée for about half a mile and then raised myself 
above the horizon in full view of the enemy—the Blackfeet. They were now 
dressing an antelope—and they saw me. 
‘You know it, Blackfeet!’ 

‘Agh, agh, agh!’ 

‘Then I pulled myself out of view and ran bent like this as fast as I 
could, ‘and soon—a quarter of a mile farther—I raised myself and looked 
over at the Blood-Blackfeet. I saw now that they knew they were being 
watched; for they had all concealed their weapons beneath their blankets 
and were keeping close together so that they could not be counted. 

“You know it, Blackfeet!’ 

‘Agh, agh, agh!’ 

“Then I bent low and put on speed again—this time on, on, on, to a 
point many hundreds of yards away—then up again—then more speed— 
and up again. I went clear around them three times, coming up so fast 
that they thought I was many men looking at them from all sides. 

_ ‘You know it, Blackfeet!’ 

‘Agh—Okee-ow! (Yes—Bravo!)’ 

_ “When I looked over at them the last time I came up close so that I 
could see them well. They were all big, tall fellows, all wearing buffalo 
jackets—and I knew they were Blood-Blackfeet. They were beginning to 
be alarmed now—they thought they were all surrounded by the 
Assiniboines. But they were brave, and they were not daunted. They 
started a war-dance. 

“The sun would soon be setting; so I ran speedily back to my warriors, 
and I told them that we would have to fight now; for the Bloods had 
already started their war-dance. I told them to throw off their blankets 
and lie there on the side of the coulée, still, and not to move until they saw 
me fire. 

_ ‘Pretty soon we heard the Bloods moving into action. They were going 
where I wanted them to: against a false front where I had led them to 
believe that most of us were. As they came over the knoll and the mouth of 
another coulée, as I had planned for them to, I picked out their leading 
chief and fired at him. 
_ ‘But just as I had fooled the Bloods, they had fooled us, too. Instead of 


having ten guns, as I had counted, every one of them had a weapon; and 
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icy hes beat wise venouah to sepiicce them Geese th 
blankets. They opened up on us with a rain of bullets and a 
arrow coming straight for my brother, who lay beside me, 
my mouth opened to warn him the arrow sank into his back. 
‘Our fire from this unexpected coulée so bewildered the Bloods t 
they retreated to the south-west. They expected us to follow them and ki 
them all off. But the Assiniboines had accomplished what they wanted. f 
We had saved our lives and upheld our honour. a 
“When the Bloods had retreated over the shoulder of the coulée all of. a 
our Assiniboine braves rushed out to touch the one Blood who had been © 
killed, so that they could get first, second, and third honours. Then we 
took our Assiniboine who had been killed and gave him a warrior’s funeral — 
and buried him there on the spot. We dug a round hole in the ground and ~ 
sat him down in this hole facing the rising sun, according to the custom of — 
the Assiniboines. :, 
‘Our scores were even. We had “‘taken”’ one Blood, and the Bloods had — 
“taken’’ one Assiniboine,’ said the chief, again looking meditatively at — 
the scalp in the centre of his stick. Then in measured words, he continued: | 
_ ‘And here is the scalp I took from your people. We are friends now, andI | 
will give it back to you, that you may take good care of it until you eee ' 
home, and then give it a warrior’s burial. A 
*Carry-the-Kettle has spoken. Carry-the-Kettle has said that we are 
friends as long as the sun shines and the waters flow. Carry-the-Kettle has @ 
never broken his word. se, | 
“You know it, Blackfeet!’ i 
‘Agh, agh, agh!—Sokah-pse! Akai-sokah-pse! (Yes, yes, yes—Good! 
Very Good!)’ a 
The soft booming drums that had accompanied the chief's narrative 
suddenly broke into a wild rhythm, and then the chief and his companioi 
proceeded to go through the famous ruse that he had just related, while ~ 
‘some of the Bloods who were actually in the encounter looked silently on? 
When his I Saw Dance was over Chief Carry-the-Kettle walked ay in 
front of the Blackfoot chiefs and said: s 
‘Already I am becoming an old man. I may never see any of you again 
And before we break this camp I want to tell you the story of one of you: 
chiefs who saved my life and caused me to be here to-night. I do not see 
_ him here, but some of you may know him. If you do you must, when you 
_ go again to the northern Blackfoot country, tell him the story I am goi 
to tell you now. 
‘This happened in the year of my twenty-sixth winter. You wer 
camping on the Milk River in the country of the northern Blackfeet no 
Alberta . All of the Blackfoot bands were camped there: the Bloods, 
Piegans and Siksika (Blackfeet proper). 
‘IT was a young chief then, and I was not wise. With my half-brother 
Nompa Winchasta (Two Men) I took the Assiniboines against your 
to raid your horses. 
‘We found you one night camping on the Milk River after we ea 
out seven days looking for you. 
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‘Next to your camp there was a small coulée filled with brush, and I told 


_ my half-brother that we had better leave the tribe behind us some distance 


and crawl into this coulée and watch you for a while before attempting to 
take your horses. 

“We crawled upon our stomachs to within a hundred yards of your 
camp, and lay there in hiding, trying to find a way to get my tribe into your 
camp without being seen. It had grown very dark, and we were about to 
crawl back and order an attack, when one of the Blood horses broke away 
from the camp and came walking right toward us. We made small noises 
and tried to shoo him in another direction, but he did not hear us. Then 
we saw a tall Blood coming after the horse, but he did not see us in the 
darkness. My brother, lying alongside me, pointed his arrow at him and 


| was going to pull the string, but he did not have the courage. In the 


darkness the Blood bumped into him, and I heard a grunt and a big 
scuffle. The big Blood soon had my brother helpless, and I saw him taking 
him back to camp, holding his hands behind him. I watched them closely, 
and I saw the Blood take my brother into a teepee in the centre of the 
camp. It looked like the chief's lodge. 

“I did not know what to do. But I knew that I must save my brother. I 


_ took off my clothes and put my blanket around my body, with my gun 


concealed beneath it. And I hid my face under the blanket and crept up 


_ toward that teepee. I saw a man at the door leaning against something. I 


was very scared, but I thought that I would have to die sometime—and I 
was wondering what was happening to my brother. So I had to do 
something. 

“I got so close to the fellow that I could touch his face. He jumped when 
he saw me; and IJ asked him what he had done with my brother. He took 
hold of me and led me to his own camp. I had lost all fear by now. I knew I 
had to die; so I threw my gun away. 

‘This fellow took me to a teepee with a fire inside of it and pushed me 


_ through the door, and came in after me. When he got inside he said 


something to his wife, and she took some meat and began to cook on the 
coals. I had had nothing to eat for seven days; I had been on the war-path 
all that time—and I was shivering. 
_ ‘When his wife put the meat before me I grabbed it like a dog with both 
hands and ate it greedily. When I got through eating two strangers came 
in and said something to the other people; and then these two strangers 
took me outside and through the darkness to another teepee; and when 
they pushed me inside I saw my brother sitting there. Several others were 
‘in the teepee, and they were all very angry. They wanted to finish us 
quickly; and I wanted to be killed right away. 
‘While they were holding a council, discussing the best way to kill us, a 


man came into the lodge and sat down beside me. He was an American 
_Piegan (Blackfoot) who could speak Assiniboine, he told me that a lot of 
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horse-raiding had been going on from the Sioux and the Assiniboines, and 
he said that the Blackfeet were very angry about this raiding, and that we 
‘would be killed in a short while by the whole tribe. He said that they had — 

already sent out word that they had two Assiniboines to kill, and - 
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everybody was very excited. : 

‘Soon all of the men began to go out of the feepes bu th 
_ fed me stayed inside. He gave me back my flint-lock gun wit 1 
- but no powder. I went over and sat with my brother and talked with | 
Assiniboine. 

“While we were talking we heard the tribe all gathering outside and 
making a lot of noise, as if they. were much aroused. 

‘This big fellow took my brother outside and left me there aicees sae, 
loaded my flint-lock with some powder I found near the door, and made 
up my mind that I would get a chief if I could pick one out. I made ready ~ 
to bolt; I was going to dash right into the crowd outside and get as many of — 
them as I could before they got me. But just as I ran through the door of — 

the teepee two fellows grabbed me.and held me so that I could do nothing. 
All of the three bands of Blackfeet were before me with their knives 
bared—and they began to whoop and shout when they saw me. I could not 
understand what they were saying. 

‘These two fellows took me down into a steep coulée and into a thicket. ~ 
When I got there I saw the big fellow who had fed me, holding my brother. _ 
Then this big fellow handed my brother over to another fellow, and then ~ 
_ got on his horse and began to drive the crowd back. I saw who he was now: oa 

he was the head chief. Be 

‘After he had driven the crowd away he turned around and drove me i 
and my brother into a clump of bushes. He had on a fine buckskin suit, 
worked all over with porcupine quills. He took this off and handed it to me — 
and told me to put it on my naked body—it was cold and I had left my 
clothes in the bush and was shivering—and the chief took my blanket and 
covered his own body with it. Then he took hold of my arm and said $04 / 
ime: a 

‘You will find a pony tied at the end of this coulée. Now, go! If you live aq 
long enough, when you are an old man you will be able to tell the story of 4 
the Piegan chief who spared you when you should have been killed.” 

“That is the story I had to tell you,’ said Chief Carry-the-Kettle, looking 

kindly over towards the Blackfoot chiefs. ‘I am getting to be an old man 
now; and if that chief is still living, I want you to tell him that I told you 
that story. And though he and his people have always been the enemies of 
my people, I want you also to tell him that I have prayed for him at every 
Sun Dance the Assiniboines have held since that night. Amba- wee 
Seehasapa (Good-bye, Blackfeet). That is all I have to say.’ # 

When the chief sat down, one of our chiefs, Chiet Niokskatas, arose and”: 

said: 

‘That chief who saved your life was my father. We were all boys then 
but every one of our chiefs here has heard that story from my father’s ae 
_and we well remember the night it happened on the Milk River. You owe 
your life to your own bravery. My father said that he left you in the teep 
_ with the gunpowder and the ball in your gun, to see what you would do. — 
You had been brave enough to give your life for your brother; and when he — 
saw that you would fight even though you would die for it, he said th yo 
‘were too brave to kill. It is a law among the Blackfeet that a person 
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give his own life-to save that of a relative. You did that, Carry-the-Kettle, 
brave warrior and chief of all the Assiniboines.’ 

Chief Niokskatas went back and talked for a moment among the Black- 

_ foot chiefs. Then he stood up again and said: 

“If my father were here, I know what he would do: he would want to 
give you his name, Niokskatas, the highest name in the Blackfoot nation. 
You have a son with you. We, the Blackfeet, are going to bestow that 
name on your son; for even the Blackfeet do not believe that they could 
make better the name which you, yourself, bear and which you have made 
illustrious among all tribes of these plains.’ 

‘Hanh-h-h-h-h-h-h' came the deep, nasal grunt from all the 
Assiniboines, as they smiled and looked at one another with pleasure 

written over their features. It was plainly evident that they were deeply 
pleased and somewhat moved by this Blackfoot gesture of friendliness. 

Chief Carry-the-Kettle’s son, living on the Assiniboine Reserve at 
Sintaluta, Saskatchewan, still bears the name, Niokskatas—Crow Foot. 

The next time I saw Chief Carry-the-Kettle was in 1922—on the 
Assiniboine Reserve at Sintaluta. He was then 107 years old, and he was 
totally blind. Though lying ill on his pallet in his teepee, he insisted on 
getting up and coming out into the sunshine to meet me in the open— 
standing on his two feet—as befits a chief when greeting another chief 
from a former enemy tribe. He threw back his aged shoulders proudly and 
ee his blinded face to me in all the hauteur of his younger days—and 

e said: 

‘Tatonka Wahunkeza-honska (Chief Long Lance), I greet you in the 
name of the Assiniboines. You are the first member of your tribe I have 
seen since I was out in your country many years ago. Your great chief 
Niokskatas is dead; I have heard it. And so is Mekasto, your other great 
chief. When they were born I was leading the Assiniboines as their chief. 

_Now they have come and gone, and still Iam spared. I do not know why. I 
was a bad fellow when I was young. I killed many warriors. We were all 
bad then’—the chief meditated for a moment and then concluded—‘but 
I suppose it was just our way.’ 

Four months later, on 23rd February 1923, Chief Carry-the-Kettle 
passed into the Great Unknown. And he was laid to rest with military 
honours by the Royal North-West Mounted Police. If there is a Heaven 
and Chief Carry-the-Kettle did not go to it, then I want to go where he 
went. 
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: ‘After holding our big I Saw Dance with the Assiniboines and Gros Ventres if 


_ fearful whispers. “What can it mean? What has been going on while we 
_ were sleeping?’ 


_ pulled back the teepee flap, stooped and entered, and pulled himself up — 


: had never heard before: 


~ Indian gesture of horror. 


$e 


_ his Death Song—and there was blood coming from his mouth. H 





northwards to see if we could find any buffalo in the ‘Chinook Winds’. 


the quick, we sat up in our pallets and listened in silence for several 
seconds, then turned and looked at one another in the dimness of the ~ 
flickering fire, and wondered out loud. It was a strange, weird noise; yet — 


‘and disappeared in the darkness. 


through the camp, and we knew that something tragic was on. 


himself that he was saying the truth. 


we left them the next day with ‘good feelings in all our hearts’—as our — 
chief expressed it in his farewell speech to the camp—and we started down © 
the river to a point where the Assiniboines had told us that they had © 
crossed without any trouble. We crossed the Missouri and bent our steps _ 


We had been trekking northwards for three days, when one night, near» 
midnight, we were all awakened suddenly by a strange noise. Startled to © 
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we knew it. It was a song—a death song! ‘Who can it be?’ we asked in 














‘Hoh! It is White Dog—our medicine-man!’ said my father, jerking i 
himself to his feet and standing for a moment with his ear turned at- 
tentively towards the teepee door. i 

Then he swirled his blanket about his body and dashed out of the pene Yi 


We heard the soft patter of moccasined feet dashing hither and Jah 
We sat silently for about ten minutes—nobody spoke. Then my ee : 


gravely and folded his arms across his chest. We could see that he was 
under emotion; that his ‘feeling’ was expanding within himself, and iia 
his outward calm was controlled only by the stoicism of our race. i 
_ My mother threw a splinter of wood on the embers and said: 
‘Tsanistapi? Tsanistapi? (What? What)’ 
_ Without taking his eyes off the coals, my father said, in a voice that I 


‘White Dog is dead.’ 
DN mother opened her mouth wide and clapped her hand over it, in the 


»Yes—he is dead’, repeated my father, as if he were trying to assure 


My mother’s breast heaved with emotion, but she said nothing for 
time. Then she turned her eyes towards the dark, windy door, which 
father had left up, and said: 

~*How?’ 
‘His wife doesn’t know,’ said my father. ‘She awoke and he was 
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no words... He died singing.’ 

Then, as if he suddenly remembered something terrible and 
blasphemous, my father uttered two words: 

‘Sahpo! Sahpol’ 

It was the Crows! My father had said it. 

White Dog had died from the Crow bullet which had flattened itself 
against his chest. 

These two words had no sooner left my father’s lips than a long, lone 
wail, like that of a baying wolf, went echoing through the camp. It was 
White Dog’s widow. This solitary lament was taken up by a hundred 
female voices; and from then on until dawn the camp reverberated with 
this mournful volume of primitive wailing—the Indian women’s 

- elemental way of expressing their grief at the death of a relative or a great — 

watrior. 

When we youngsters were allowed to get up early in the morning, all of 
the women in the camp had their faces painted black—in mourning— 
and a dozen of White Dog’s female relatives had cut off a finger and 
thrown them into a big pot, or gashed themselves in the thigh with their 
buffalo knives. This was all in keeping with the tribal way of mourning the 
loss of one of its illustrious chiefs; for though only a medicine-man in 

_name, White Dog was really a great leader of his people—more powerful 

in the tribe than some of its minor chiefs. Like Sitting Bull, his medicine 
powers had elevated him to an eminence of power which made his people 
look upon him really as their head chief. . 

It was our custom to bury our dead very quickly and to burn the death 
teepee as soon as the body had been taken out for burial. This was to 
prevent the evil spirits that caused death from lingering in our camp. 

Therefore, early the next morning White Dog’s body was dressed in his 
best regalia and then laid out on a number of large skins and buffalo 
robes. His flint-lock gun and his best bow and arrow were broken and laid 
beside him—they were broken so that they, too, would ‘die’ and their 
spirits could go along with him to the Hunting Ground. All of his most 
cherished possessions were also placed around him, and then the whole 
was tightly wound with the robes and skins and bound with rawhide- 
thongs. 

We were on the bald prairie and there was no tree on which to stretch 

_his scaffold; so we marched a distance out on the plains and laid his 

scaffold on the highest point of land—a butte—that our eyes could see ~ 
in the vicinity of that country. Just before we left him two men took White 

Dog’s favourite pony, one of the two grey-and-black pintos we had taken 
from the front of the teepee of the Crow Chief, and led it up to the body 
and shot it. The pony was frightened of the body and would not be led 

‘near it; so the men had to tie a fire-bag around its eyes, to blindfold it. 

_ That was the sad end of our great medicine-man White Dog. Nevermore 
vould he charm us with his mysticism; nevermore would we hear his deep 
‘guttural voice shouting to the spirits who had so unexpectedly come and ~ 
taken him away from us. But he had a worthy successor in the Blackfoot 
“man of marvel known as Mokuyi-kinasi—who soon was to 
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en in ihe niger of the Blackfoot nation: And, n ‘now, with our’ 
_ still bent in mourning, we resumed our journey in quest of the buffal we 
had heard of. : 
_ Several days later, as we were making our way northwards, we cam 
upon a ‘buffalo stone’ lying on the prairie; and we decided to stop and 
hold a Buffalo Dance, to see what luck we were going to have in our quest — 
_ for buffalo, which were becoming scarcer every day on the plains of the — 
Far North-West where they were fighting valiantly to survive the slaughter 
being waged against them in the country south of us—of which country we 
_knew little, but of which we heard much from the lone half-breed traders 
_ who came among us with their kegs of whisky. They offered the Indians a 
pint of liquor for every buffalo robe they could produce, and soon the 
buffalo became known among the Indians as ‘a pint of fire-water’. But our 
chiefs were strongly against ‘fire-water’, and they counselled our braves } 
not to accept any of it, as it would ‘destroy their hearts and make them | 
cowards’. 
Where we used to sit on the sunny plains and watch the buffalo grazing 
by the thousands, we now travelled for days in order to see one or two lone ~ : 
buffalo feeding nervously at the bottom of some out-of-the-way coulee. 
Now and then we would see as many as ten in one herd, but never more. — 
Chief Apa-anistau of the South Piegan band of Blackfeet had told our 
chief that the frightened buffalo had wintered in the Far North that year, — 
and that we could find them if we journeyed far enough in that direction. 
We youngsters liked the Buffalo Dance, because we could all take part — 
in it. The ‘buffalo stone’—a peculiar-shaped red stone—was always 
extremely rare on the plains. No one ever knew where they came ro 
They were just found lying there on the prairie, about a foot long and © 
_ shaped something like a buffalo, solely by the hand of Nature. Whenever a 
_ the Indians came upon one of them they stopped forthwith and held a 
dance over it; for it was considered a sure sign that buffalo would be 
‘taken’. A peculiar angle of the Buffalo Dance was that if more females — 
took part in the dance than males, it meant that we would get more cows 
_ than buffalo bulls—and we liked the cows much better. 
Five days after we had held the Buffalo Dance — when we had gone a 
good distance north—one of our warriors. Kitsiponista, noticed some 
_buffalo-birds over to our right, which kept flying up into the air and then - i 
disappearing again into what seemed to be a coulée. It was the habit of 
these birds to live on the buffalo, gaining all of their food by sitting on rea 
_ backs of the buffalo and eating off the ticks. So Kitsiponista drew the © 
attention of our chief to these birds, and said that he believed that there - & 
were buffalo in that direction. | 
_ The chief told us to make a halt pg enough for him and two scouts to ed 
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; ae back froin another sireetinuaghe north—and they told ee 
that they had sighted the largest herd of buffalo they had seen in several 
"years. The buffalo had scented them and had broken off from b ‘| 
_ grazing and were heading north up the valley. a 
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Fl The chief ordered the camp to ake ready oe a ae fit ee Reno 





‘would have to ride ponies along with them. Some of the children were so 
pee that they had to be tied to the backs of their ponies, and we older 
boys had to ride with them to see that they did not come to any harm. he 
_ We did not have saddles in those days—just Indian saddles, which 
_were bags made of hide and filled with grass or buffalo wool. It was more — 
of a cushion than a saddle; for it had no stirrups, and it was fastened on — 
‘the horse’s back merely by two rawhide thongs, which were carried around 
the horse and tied under his belly. Our bridles consisted only of a long 
hoop of rawhide which was tied to the lower jaw of the horse, and it was _ 
_meant only to hold the horse in; we guided them with our knees. 
| The best of our warriors would not use these saddles. They said that 
they were meant only for women and they preferred to show their hardi- 
‘hood by riding bareback always. 
_ Allofthe smaller children, except those in the carrier bags, were put on 
“ponies by the mothers, who told us boys to tie them there while they got 
out their buffalo knives and sharpened them for the hunt. We took the 
feet of the little ones and pushed them under the cinchband, so that they 
were held tightly against the horse’s withers; and then we took a piece of 
‘rawhide and tied them there so that they would not work out when the 
horse should trot. 
- Our fathers gave us boys a bunch of ponies we had taken from the 


Our mothers took the travaux off the horses and told us youngsters that we . _ ; 








“Crows and told us to make bridles and get on them. When we did they 


‘started to buck and throw us off. We kept climbing back on them, and 
‘they kept throwing us to the ground and taking a flying kick at us. Our 
pathers, already mounted with their guns, were all yelling at us: 

‘Akakimat! Akakimat!—Stay with it! Stay with it!’ 

Ponies were bobbing up and down all over the place, and we boys were 
hurtling through the air and hitting the ground with a grunt and a laugh. 
We were having great fun. But the girls commenced to laugh at us and 


‘shout: ‘Kipitakkieks! Kipitakkieks'—Old women! Old women!’ This : 


“peeved us—to be called ‘old women’—and we shouted back to the girls” 
that they were all a lot of ‘bad puppies’. And our fathers got stern at this, 
and they toid us if we did not stop using that language towards our sisters 
‘they would leave us all behind, and we would not see the hunt. 
The girls are right,’ they said, ‘you are a bunch of “‘little old women”, — 
“else you would have’ had those ‘‘stranger ponies”’ broken in while we were 
testing on the river.’ 
This quieted us; for we never could be so discourteous as to say anything 
ack to our fathers. So we got mad then—and rode the ponies. or 
_ When we got our ponies quieted down, we all gathered in a little group — 
-and tied our hair under our chins and looked angrily over the girls with 
eir mothers. We /ooked angry, but we Boyd hardly keep from laughing ‘ 








t till jumping with laughter at the funny sae a our bad ponies had played — 
1 some of us. Dees Eagle ‘Talker, sitting over there so stolidly on a 
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on his all-fours—and his mischievous mount had taken a bite at hina 
relieving him entirely of his little breech-cloth, which he was now stolidly 
trying to adjust without attracting the attention of those bad little girls. 
Many of us were trying to conceal little trickles of blood from scratches 


and bruises. My pony had stepped on the middle finger of my right hand — 





and crushed it as flat as a duck’s beak; it was numb but bleeding profusely — 


—and it is still flattened and scarred to-day. 


Our fathers were chuckling among themselves—at us—and when 


the women were all fixed and we were ready to start, the chief said to us so 
that all of the girls could hear him: 

‘Come, young braves, and ride up in front with the hunters; and we will 
show those women how to bring down the buffalo!’ 


We were so excited at this invitation that we forgot that we were on wild — 


ponies, and when we kicked them in the ribs they started bucking again; 
but we stuck our mounts this time, and soon we were riding along proudly 
with our fathers. 


We went north-east and struck the herd after riding for about an hour. 


They were walking fast when we first saw them, but when they saw us 
coming they broke into a canter which they quickly changed into a mad 


gallop. It was then that our warriors kicked full speed into their mounts — 


and went racing after them, whooping wildly to strike terror in the herd 
and make them break into confusion. 


‘Therump, therump, therump’—the ground fairly shook under the — 
beat of our horses’ pelting hoofs. Our fathers gradually stretched ~ 


themselves out into a long, speeding, diagonal line, which began to flank 


in on the left side of the racing herd. The heavy, woolly shoulders of the | 


mad-eyed brutes were bouncing high into the air as they ran, and I 


remember wondering how one of them would be to ride. We could hear — 


_ them panting. 
When we got close to the herd we youngsters pulled in our ponies and 


raced along behind our fathers, watching every movement they made. We — 


saw each of the warriors carefully pick out a fat cow and then speed up to 


get as close as they could before firing. Most ot them were using their bows — 


and arrows first, and they would not pull a string until they were racing 
along right over the left shoulder of the buffalo. Then, ‘fluck!’—and a 


long, steel-tipped arrow would bury itself deep into the shaggy withers of — 
the beast, and it would take a few steps and pitch forward, pierced - 
through the heart. But the buffaloes died hard—they rolled and mooed | 
and struggled valiantly for a second or two before shivering and stiffening 5 


under the final thrust of death. 
One of our boys, Shakes-the-Other-Fellow, came near losing his life by 


riding too close behind his father. His father, Pitanina, had picked out a — 


fat cow and was trying to separate it from two bulls, between which it was 


racing madly for protection. One of the bulls, rather fat and old, became 


so tired that it suddenly stopped and turned around and lowered its head 


right in front of Pitanina’s horse, which had been galloping directly upon 


its heels. The horse veered wildly to the left and just missed running into 
the buffalo. This frightened the buffalo so badly that it turned suddenly to — 
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sume a way, ee it bunred inte ae ether two buffaloes and i in some 
way tripped them—and all three of them | fell sprawling to the ground.’ 


This all happened within a second, and Pitanina’s son, riding directly : 


behind him, went crashing right into the pile of rolling buffaloes 
It was a tense moment: three buffaloes, a horse and a boy—all lying on 


the ground rolling frantically in one big pile of wool. Shakes-the-Other- _ 


Fellow became so excited as he lay there scrambling amongst the buffaloes 
that he shoved his hands deep into the wool of one of their backs and took . 
a mighty hold on it. In an instant the buffalo was on its feet again and 
facing away wildly with the boy sitting upon its back with his hand sunk 
into its wool. Some of the warriors saw this and they galloped away madly 
trying to catch the frightened bison. It travelled nearly a half-mile before. 
they could get close enough to it to risk putting a bullet into its head. 

They shot it four times before it hit the ground with a terrific bang and 
sent young Shakes-the-Other-Fellow sprawling to the turf with such force 
that it knocked him completely out of his senses. He came to after a 


moment or so. He was badly frightened—but he was not hurt. After this — 


occurrence we boys gave him another name in the Sioux language. We 
called him Wahsuk-Kiena—Falling Snow—because he fell so far and hit 
the ground so lightly. 

After this happening our fathers waved us boys to stay back while they 
galloped on in an effort to bring down the few remaining buffaloes. 

When we trotted back to where the chase had begun, our mothers were 
already on the job, carrying out the Indian woman’s part of the buffalo 
hunt. They were down on the ground skinning the animals and dressing 


them. Each wife knew which animals had been brought down by her — 


husband, by the arrow which had been left in it. For every Indian had his 
arrow painted a certain way so that anything he killed with it could easily — 
be identified. If he shot a buffalo with a bullet he would circle back and 
hurl one of his arrows into its body, so his wife would know that it was his. 

The young son of our late medicine-man was sitting on his pony over 
among us boys. He was carrying on his back a quiver full of his dead | 
father’s arrows, which his mother had given him to play with. One of the 
women came over to this lad and took out one of White Dog’s arrows and 
walked out on the field, and pulled one of her own husband’s arrows out of 
a buffalo bull and stuck White Dog’s arrow in the hole. She said nothing 
to anyone; but later we saw White Dog’s widow squatting over the buffalo 
Skinning it and sobbing quietly over the bloody pelt. 
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The Making of a Brave 


We returned to the place where we had left our old men and women, and — 
there we spent several weeks, curing our meat and buffalo robes, and — 
making pemmican for the winter. Our men cut off the best parts of the 
buffaloes, the breasts, and packed them back to camp and passed it — 
around among the old people, as was the custom in those days. We had a — 
big feast of our favourite dish in those days: buffalo brains and kidneys. — 
We ate most of our meat raw, and if we cooked it, we cooked it very lit- — 
tle—usually on the end of a stick. 

Always when we had been eating plenty of fresh buffalo meat we would © 
have a craving for some saskatoon-berries—our only fruit—or wild tur- 
nips, which might be said to have been the only vegetable we knew, except 
the small, marble-sized wild potato which we rarely secured from the 
interior plateaux of the Northern Rockies. When we were on the prairies © 
in summer, away from the bush where the saskatoon-berries grew, our 
mothers would send us boys out to hunt wild turnips. We would find them ~ 
in mice nests. { 

We would go along the prairie with a long stick, thumping the ground © 

as we walked. Whenever we came to a hollow sound in the ground we © 
- would dig down several inches and find a field-mouse nest full of wild” 
turnips, all peeled and ready for eating. We would get as much as a pailful © 
from one nest. The mice were very clean little animals. and since they 
never lived in the part of the nest where they kept their food, the small © 
turnips would be as clean and neatly stored as if they had been put away “ 
by some cleanly human being. 3 

After we had been at this camp for several weeks, our fathers all got out © 
their ‘time sticks’ one night—calendars—and compared them with one | 
another, to see if they were agreed on ‘what “‘sun’’ and “‘moon’’ we were 





living in’; for on a certain ‘sun’ we would have to start north to join the © 
Siksikau band of Blackfeet|in the big yearly Sun Dance of all the Black- © 
foot tribes. a 

We called a day a ‘sun’, a month a ‘moon’, and a year a ‘great sun’. Our | 
fathers had long'sticks on which they kept their calendars. Each day was 
notched on this stick, and at the beginning of every moon a different kind _ 
of notch was made to denote the month; each of the twelve months, or | 
twelve moon periods, had a different kind ‘of notch to identify it. And then — 
at the end of the year another notch would be invented according to what — 
name we had given that year. The years were named according to some 
great happening Curing their passing, or numbered from some areal 
happening in the past. We had no weeks. 

It was decided at the ‘Time Council’ that we would have to resime our 
_ journey northwards on the fourth ‘sun’ from that day, in order to reach the 
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two_ weeks of gig > 
— Wei travelled north-eastwards for many days, and then one day as we — 
were riding along the Namaka, a river, we looked ahead of us and saw the 
big Sun Dance camp spread out in a beautiful panorama of colour, high 
up above us on the broad, sunny bosom of the famous Tallow Flats, where 
for ages past the Blackfeet had sent their young men through the terrible 
tortures of ‘brave-making’. 

_ The massive camp ahead of us was about two miles long. The hundreds 
of beautifully painted teepees were thrown in a huge circle about a quarter 
of a mile around leaving a big circular campus in the centre of the camp, 
where all of the dances would be held. Away out in the centre of the 
campus we could see the skeleton of the Sun Dance lodge, already thrown 
up and awaiting the actual day of the dance, when it would be quickly 
enclosed with evergreens—all but the top, which would be left open so that 
Natose, the Sun, could shine down ‘on its own’. 

_ As we looked up at the Sun Dance camp, spread out up there under a 
bright northern sun, our boyish hearts leaped in anticipation of the fun we 
were going to have in that camp. There would be hundreds of youngsters . 
there from all of the Blackfoot tribes and other friendly tribes who came - 
annually to camp on the outskirts of the Sun Dance camp to witness this 
spectacular ceremony of the Blackfeet. 

We were now passing through hundreds, literally hundreds, of sleek, 
wild-eyed Indian ponies which had been turned loose, or hobbled, to graze 
at will out on the bald prairies surrounding the camp. When they saw us 
coming they whinnied and kicked their heels high into the air and ran at 
us and threatened us playfully with their heels. Then they pranced stiff- 
legged around in a circle, their tails raised and their heads high, vainly 
showing off their wild beauty to the new-comers. They were just like 
children: glad to see us. We boys were already picking out the ponies that 
we were going to trade in some of ours for. 

_ When the big camp saw us coming in the distance some of the braves 
jumped on their ponies and galloped out to meet us, yelling and shouting 
as they rode up to us: ‘Hie, hie, hie, hie, hie—meaning that they were 
extremely glad to see us. They led us to the ground that had been set aside 
for our camp; and when we arrived there and turned our ponies loose, we 
boys quickly deserted our parents and lost ourselves among the frolicking 
pageant of children who swarmed the big camp like birds on a berry-bush. ~ 
_ We asked the Siksikau boys if their tribe had had any fights since we | 
saw them, and they said, ‘Yes, one.”’ And they asked us if we had had any; 
and we told them about the Crow fight and how our fathers had allowed us 
to go right up to the camp with them; and also how they had told us to 
come along with them in the buffalo hunt. And these Siksikau boys said 
that thejr chief would not allow them to do anything like that. They were 
ty envious of us, and some of them said that they were going to run away 
eb us when we left. They said that there were some white people coming 
into their country now, and these people were ruled by a woman chief, 
yhom they called the ‘Great White Mother’—and these people under the 
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‘woman D ehiee had persuaded the Indians not ti fight any ‘more. Their 
head chief thought this was good for the Indians, said the if but their 
braves did not like it. 

They asked us to tell them about the Crow fight. When we had finished 
our story, they decided that we would have a ‘big play fight about. this © 
fight’. 1 
For two weeks we held our contests of strength and skill, played our war © 
games and swapped ponies. All this while our fathers were taking part in — 
the various dances which lead up to the big Sun Dance. Tom-toms were ~ 
booming every hour of the day. And our fathers were gathered in big — 
groups throughout the campus going through the rhythmic dances of their — 
‘secret societies’. 

At night pairs of warriors would wrap one blanket about themselves and — 
with arms around each other’s shoulders, would walk out on to the dark © 
prairies, chanting the dolorous wail of the Sun Dance song. They were — 
‘Blood Brothers’ and they were praying for one another. Every Indian ~ 
warrior has a ‘Blood Brother’ whom he adopts as a brother when young, ~ 
and these brothers stick to one another throughout their lives, on and off — 
the war-path, and each is ready at any moment to give his life for the 
other. They have absolutely no secrets between them, and they become ~ 
closer to one another than they are to their own brothers. The “Blood — 
Brother’ relationship is perhaps the finest, the most unselfish, the most — 
sacrificing and the cleanest relationship that has ever been developed by — 
the human being. 

‘Heh-h-h, heh-h-h, heh, hie ho, hie-h-h!‘ All through the long, dark, 
starry night we hear this plaintive wail coming to our ears from away out 
on the broad depths of the plains—the Sun Dance song. We children sleep 
very little during these nights; for there are all sorts of mysterious rites — 
going on in the camp. Certain rites preceding the Sun Dance can be © 
carried out only after midnight, such as the ‘fixing’ of the great Saam 
Okuuinuns—medicine pipes—big pipes wrapped up in many swathings ; 
like a corpse, which have not seen the light of day in more than four — 
hundred years. These pipes must be opened only in the darkest darkness 
of the night, and no one but the medicine-man can touch them. When 
they are to be passed on to a new keeper for the year, that keeper must be : 
sneaked up on by the medicine-man and his assistants, while he is asleep, © 
and carried out of the teepee while he is still slumbering, to some — 
mysterious medicine tent, where the ancient pipe is opened and smoked — 
and passed on to him for one year. Fortunate is the person into whose | 
keeping one of these famous pipes is entrusted; for they are said to bring | 
good luck. | 

All during these nights we hear the padded thud of moccasined feet as _ 
these mysterious groups of braves make their way through the darkness to — 
some unknown destination. Never a word. Sometimes we boys would raise 
the side of the teepee and peer out, and we would see six of these tall, — 
blanketed figures creeping stealthily through the dark camp, bearing — 

some queer-looking object between them. And as a soft wind whistled 
through the door of the teepee, we would lie on our backs, wide awake 
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oking up at the stars through the round opening at the top of the 
. teepee—perhaps become just a little scared of great mysterious things that _ 
_ pervaded our life in those days. in ae 
But the night that we liked best was the last night preceding the actual 
opening of the Sun Dance. The big camp would be a blaze of light. Every 


teepee would have a big crackling fire blazing inside it. To walk outside ee 


and look at the camp one would think that it was several hundred huge 
coloured lanterns sitting out on the prairie. Much noise prevailed inside — 
these teepees. Good cheer was everywhere. Everybody was happy. 
_ Our father would come into the teepee and say something cheerful to 
our mother, and then as he sat down to get his Sun Dance regalia fixed up 
for the morrow, he would look at us children and say: ‘Hah! To-morrow 
is the big day. . . . Nobody sleeps to-night in this camp. Hah-h-h. Big day, 
to-morrow!’ Then, his face wreathed with good cheer, he would commence 
singing his medicine song as he went about the task of dressing, getting 
our mother to repair his regalia and whiten the buckskin with pumice- 
stone. 
We youngsters would keep awake as long as we could, then we would 
drop off to sleep with the crackling music of the fire in our ears. Daylight 
would just be peeping into the teepee from above, when we would be 
awakened by what in those days was the sweetest music I had ever heard-— 
my father softly chanting his medicine song. We would turn on our pallets 
and look over, half-dazed by sleep, to see what it was; and there, in front 


of a cheerful early morning fire, would be our father still pulling at his 


ermine tails and porcupine quills, and smiling contentedly to himself. I 
used to lie and watch him from under the blanket for several minutes, but 
that smile never left his face—not even when he laid down his regalia and 
started to dress his long braids of hair. He was happy. 

_ Then something else would reach us: come to our noses this time. It 
would be the fragrant smell of venison being cooked over the fire by our 

mother. Softly she would address an occasional remark to my father, and 
he would answer her in the stately guttural baritone of our language, 
“which has the odd power to be used very harshly or very softly. But the 
gentle modulation of voice and inflection which my father used with my 
mother, when alone with her like this, will never leave my memory. 

_ As we awakened more fully and our ears grew accustomed to more 


‘distant sounds, we would find that the whole camp was a bedlam of noise. 


From every teepee came the rhythmic chant of the medicine song. In other — 
teepees little groups had already gathered around a tom-tom and were 
beating it softly and singing as the camp was preparing for the early 
morning breakfast. 

__ And through all this noise would come to us the occasional gruff, deep- 
‘chested announcements of the ‘camp crier’ as he made the round of the 
‘camp, crying out orders from the chief and the tribal medicine-man. 
About half an hour before noon we would hear a big commotion, and 
1en we would see twelve young warriors racing into the camp on horse- | 










rown over the skeleton of the Sun Dance lodge at a given signal from the 
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ek, dragging behind them the freshly cut evergreens which would be — " 








medicine-man. And a little later two women, dressed in a special regalia, i 
_ would come galloping into camp with an eagle’s nest, which would be — 


placed at the top of the Sun Dance pole. 

At high noon, just as the sun arrived directly overhead, the eh ee 
man would give the signal for the erection of the lodge. 

That was the signal for the cut-loose. Never has one heard such a noise 
as that which prevails for the next fifteen minutes until the lodge is 





completed. As fifty men work frantically on the big evergreen enclosure, a — 
hundred warriors come galloping into the campus, shooting, yelling, and — 


racing madly around and around the lodge, while many hundreds of 
others join in the din with rattles, bells, whistles, and shouting and 
singing. Children run here and there to dodge the heels of the flying 
horses. Our parents have forgotten us completely; they have been lost in 
the excitement of the one big moment of the year. 

The smell of powder smoke and sweating horses fairly stings our 
nostrils. 


Amidst this uproar the Sun Dance woman, who has been fasting in a 


special teepee for five days, comes out and takes her seat beside the 
medicine-man just behind the big lodge, which is now going up with 
startling speed. Before this woman all of the young braves who are to go 
through the tortures of the Sun Dance come and bow down to be anointed 
with black paint on their faces and around their wrists. 

Then, suddenly, the medicine-man gets up and runs inside the lodge 
and grabs the eagle’s nest. He goes to the foot of the Sun Dance pole, 


which is still lying on the ground beside a deep hole, and paints a series of : 


black rings around it with the palm of his hand. When he gets up to the 
top of the pole he draws his blanket completely over him in a squatting 


position, and thus hidden from view, fastens the nest at the top of the ~ 


pole. Then comes the final part of building the lodge: five braves rush up 
and grab the big pole, with the medicine-man still clinging to the top, and 


place it in the hole. The medicine-man is now about 15 feet above the — 
ground, and if he should fall, that would be a sign that the sun did not — 


look favourably upon the dance, and all proceedings would be stopped at 
once. But we never saw that happen. 

Now comes the interesting part of the Sun Dance. All of the young men 
who are to be made ‘braves’, come walking into the lodge, stripped down 


to their breech-cloths. The medicine-man drops from his precarious perch ~ 


at the top of the pole and goes to his medicine paraphernalia and takes out 
along, sharp knife and several hundred feet of rawhide thong. He takes 
up a position beside the small medicine fire, and one by one the young 
men come before him and kneel. 


The medicine-man runs the sharp knife into the left breast of the man ~ 


in front of him and makes a long, deep gash. Then he pulls it out and 
makes a similar gash about an inch and a half from the first one. Now he 


runs the knife under the flesh between these two gashes, and while he © 
holds his finger in the connecting hole, he reaches down with the other ~ 


hand and picks up a stout rawhide thong about three feet long and draws ~ 


it through the hole. He then ties the flesh up tightly and with his knife 
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repeats the operation on the right breast, using the other end of the thong 
_ to tie it up with. When this is done the young man, who has not yet uttered 


a sound, has one rawhide thong ‘sewed’ into his chest at both ends. The 
medic¢ine-man now takes a heavier thong, many feet long, and ties one end 


‘to the thong in the young man’s chest and the other end to the Sun Dance 
- pole. 


And it is now that the young aspiring brave begins his dance. He gets up 
and starts his dance while the next man comes and kneels before the 
medicine-man. As the drums boom to the singing of the Sun Dance song, 
the young man dances and jerks upon the long thong, trying to pull out 
the flesh which it holds and free himself. He dances on and on, jerking 


with all his might. 


Sometimes they danced many hours without being able to free them- 
selves. If the young man lasted all this time without fainting, the 
medicine-man would order a warrior to come into the lodge on a pony, 
and he would untie the thong from the pole and fasten it to the horse. The 


watrior would then race around and around the lodge, dragging the young 


man behind him in an effort to release the flesh. We children would run 
in and jump on and off the young man’s back as he was dragged around, 
to increase the weight. If this did not free him, the warrior would back 
his horse up several feet and then send it forward with a sudden rush— 
and ‘swish’—a sickly sound of rending flesh, and the young man would 
get up, if he could, with his chest hanging with blood and torn muscles. 
The medicine-man would ‘doctor’ him for a moment with native herbs, 
and then the young man went his way—now a brave. He had proved his 
salt, and the tribe would now allow him to go out on the war-path as a full- 
fledged warrior. Indians would not allow their young men to go on the 
war-path against an enemy until he had gone through this ordeal, lest he 
should disgrace the tribe by showing cowardice. Any man who failed to go 
through the dance until he pulled the flesh loose or fainted in the attempt, 
was never allowed to rank as a brave, nor fight as a warrior. 

On the day following the Sun Dance—the last day of the camp—a 


- dance was held which was somewhat similar to the I Saw Dance, only on a 


much larger scale. Two of the greatest warriors of the tribe were asked to 


_ re-enact their most dangerous encounter with an enemy on the war-path. 


A near tragedy followed the above Sun Dance when one of our 
warriors—the medicine-man Chief Atsistamokon—attempted to add a 
little too much reality to his enactment. 

Among the ‘foreign’ tribes who had come to witness our Sun Dance was 
a brand of Crees under Chief Pretty-Young-Man. Our chief, At- 


_ sistamokon, had had a very famous fight with Pretty-Young-Man ten 


iy 


‘years before while down in what is now Montana. When the head chief of 


_ the Blackfeet asked Atsistamokon to re-enact this battle, Atsistamokon 


e 


ll ea PS sae. 


pe ought it would be a good idea to get Pretty- Young-Man himself to take 


the part in it which he had actually played. When asked about it, Chief 
_ Pretty- Young-Man said that he would. So the Blackfeet invited all of the 
Crees under Pretty-Young-Man to come over and witness this unique 
encounter. The visiting Crees had been camping a little way from our Sun 
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among thase of the Blackfeet. 

The fight which Pretty- Young-Man and Atsisiamokon were going 
enact was a very famous encounter in the recent history of the Blackfe 
and the Crees. Atsistamokon was leadinga Blackfoot war party against the 
Crees under Chief Pretty- Young-Man. They met south of the Cypress Hills 
in Montana. In the bloody battle that ensued Chief Pretty-Young-Man 
managed to trap Chief Atsistamokon so that he could neither get out of 4 
the pocket that had been prepared for him nor get back to his warriors. 
_ There was only one course left to Chief Atsistamokon and that was’ to. 

risk a desperate, wild dash straight through the big Cree camp and trust to © 
luck for the safety of his life. Atsistamokon had already kilied two Crees 





who had come out on horseback and attempted to kill him in his trap, and 
he well realized the danger of the bold move that he was about to make. — 
He mounted one of the dead Crees’ horses, slung his bow and arrows 
over his shoulder, and holding his big battle-axe as a weapon, he gave a 
war-cry and shot the pony forward as fast as it would go, straight toward | 
the Cree camp. The Cree warriors heard his yell, and when they saw him 
coming they jumped on their ponies and brandished their weapons in - 
readiness for the slaughter. He rode through a veritable shower of arrows - 
and bullets; and the Crees were so flabbergasted at his failure to fall that ‘ 
they remained in their tracks for a moment, apparently too surprised to F 
grasp the situation and take up the immediate chase of their disappearing _ 
quarry. : 
But Chief Pretty-Young-Man came dashing right on his heels on the 
fastest pony among the tribe. He overtook Atsistamokon, rode alongside — 
him, raised his muzzle-loader and fired at him at point-blank range. 
Atsistamokon ducked and grabbed hold of the muzzle-loader and with the © 
other hand he struck Pretty- Young-Man a terrific blow over the head with — 
his battle-axe. As Pretty-Young-Man sagged and started to drop to the 4) 
ground, Atsistamokon threw away his battle-axe, caught the manes of his © 
enemy's racing steed, and with one foot pushed the limp form from the iu 
back of the horse and vaulted over on to it himself. 
He could hear the Crees coming after him. The only defence he had left 
was his bow and arrows, but he knew that he would not need these; for he 
was now mounted on the fastest horse the Crees owned. 
He left them behind like a dart. And when he returned to his own camp, — 
all of his tribesmen came running out, wanting to know where he got the 
horse. While they were surging about him, his brother Chief Many Swag 
walked up to him and pulled three arrows out of his back. 
This was the spectacular encounter which Atsistamokon and Chief : 
Pretty- Young-Man were now going to ‘go over again, to show the people 
what it was like’. eet 
While all of the five tribes present were gathering to witness th 
spectacle of which they had so often heard, Pretty-Young-Man went a | 
to his teepee to undress for the momentous event. = 
“While he was undressing he said to his wife: 
‘I have not yet made peace in my heart with Atsistamokon and i 
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_ going really to kill him when I fire at him.’ 

__ And, as he was uttering these words, she saw him take up his muzzle- 
loader and load it with real lead instead of the wad of buffalo hair which 
‘she had laid out for him. 

His wife was very frightened, and when Pretty- Young-Man stepped out 
of the teepee for a moment to go into the bush, she ran up to the head 
chief's teepee and told him what Pretty-Young-Man had said. The head. 
chief of the Crees returned with her. He went into the teepee and picked 
up Pretty-Young-Man’s gun and took two large round leaden balls out of 
_it, and stuffed in a wad of buffalo hair. 

The Blackfeet had known nothing of this. 

__ The Crees all came on over to the Sun Dance lodge, where twenty Cree 

braves were already on horseback, ready to act out their part of the en- 
counter between Atsistamokon and Pretty-Young-Man. 

We boys were all gathered around closely, so that we could get every 
detail of the famous affair and fight it over ourselves at the first op- 
portunity. 

_ Atsistamokon was sitting on his horse talking with the Cree warriors, 
when presently Chief Pretty-Young-Man came galloping out into the 
arena, mounted on a beautiful little piebald stallion, exactly like the one 

which Atsistamokon had taken from him. When our old warriors saw the 
resemblance between these ponies, they uttered a mild exclamation: 

‘Hanh-h-h-h,’ they breathed—and placing their two forefingers 
alongside each other, they looked at their Cree companions and said: 
‘Peguin — Tapiskoots — mist-atim! — Exactly the same—the horse!’ 

_ The Crees placed their forefingers together (meaning in the sign 

' language ‘the same’) and looked over at the Blackfeet and nodded their 
agreement with a broad, friendly smile. 

Pretty-Young-Man, without taking any notice of Atsistamokon, rode 
over to the mounted Crees and told them how to act—what they were to 

do; and then, in a manner that indicated that he was anxious to get down 
to business, he sent a messenger to Atsistamokon to tell him that he could 
now go down to the far end of the arena, and he would send down the two 

Cree warriors whom he was to ‘kill’. 

Everything went off very well until the battle came to the point where 
Pretty-Y oung-Man took up the chase of Atsistamokon as he made his mad 

dash through their camp—then something happened that made us all 

_ gasp. 

mi As Atsistamokon raced past Pretty-Young-Man, the latter turned his 

horse with a jerk and in a moment he was right alongside our Blackfoot 

hero. As he placed his horse slightly in front of Atsistamokon, he turned in 

\his saddle, raised his gun to a point-blank level with Atsistamokon’s 

ee pulled the trigger. 

_We saw blood dripping from our hero’s features, but to our utter 
‘surprise, he went right on with the battle as if nothing had happened. He 
“merely turned in his seat, raised his heavy battle-axe and brought it down 
on Pretty- Young-Man’s head with the same force that he had used in the 
a battle, and—blunk !—Pretty- Young-Man hit the ground and lay 
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. there as eee and still as he had been ten years befor 
_ When we saw this, we thought that we were aces t ha € a 
But the Crees all jumped up and shouted: 
“Mewasin! Mewasin!—It is good! It is good!’ 
And their head chief came over and shook hands with Atsistamokon | 
and our chiefs; and he told Atsistamokon that he had ‘done what was © 
right’. He then told the Blackfeet that the Crees were going to hold a big — 
dance in their honour that night, and he invited us all to come over. 
Atsistamokon’s face was. only burnt with powder, and though he cared 


iu 


the blue powder-marks the rest of his life, he was not injured otherwise. © 


i! 


That night at the Cree dance, Chief Pretty-Young-Man got up andy 
came over to where Atsistamokon was sitting. He stood before him for a 
moment, then he stuck out his hand and said: 

‘It seems that we cannot fight any more, now, Atsistamokon; so 1 
suppose we shall have to be friends.’ 

Atsistamokon took his hand, and said, ‘I suppose we shall.’ 

And that ended the feud. 

A small group of friendly Crows had come up from the Missouri River 
to attend our Sun Dance that year. During the Cree dance that night the 
chief of our band went over to the chief of the Crows and asked him if he 
had lately seen what we called the Okotoks Isahpo—the Stone Band of | 
Crows—our enemy. The Crow chief said that they had just lately left them 
camping on the Upper Missouri. Our chief then asked him if he had seen | 
or heard them say anything of a Blackfoot warrior named Roving Night 
Eagle who was lost to us in our last fight with the Okotoks Isahpo. The | 
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_ Crow chief said that they had told him all about that fight, but they ae | 


ri 


said nothing of taking a prisoner from the Blackfeet. 

Our chief then presumed that Roving Night Eagle must have been 
killed, and he notified his relatives that he was dead. 

The next day we had a warrior’s funeral for Roving Night Eagle. His 
wife and brothers were presented with the finest horse in the tribe, to be” i 

‘sent to the Spirit World’ for the use of our dead brave. They took this 

horse a few hundred yards out on the prairie and shot it. Then they broke | 
up a bow and a quiver of arrows and a gun, and wrapped them in a buffalo. 
robe and left them there beside the horse. We burned some good food, 
too, so that the spirit of the food and other destroyed instruments might go. 






on to the land of the living dead as presents to our departed warrior. 


His widow gashed herself in the thighs with a sharp buffalo knife, in 
mourning the loss of her renowned husband; and all of the women painted | 
their faces black. This meant that we must battle again with the Isahpos, © 
to avenge the death of one of the greatest marksmen our nation had — 
produced. It was an immutable law that all deaths must co 
avenged by a relative of the deceased, even though that relative might 
know for a certainty that he would be killed in the effort. We had ser : 
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White Foreheads 


The Northern Siksikau band of the Blackfeet told us that the Apekwan — 

the Hudson’s Bay Company — had a post over in the Rockies where they 

traded gunpowder and ‘white man’s food’ for buffalo robes ; and since we 

had a lot of good robes with us that we had taken on our hunt, they told us 
to go there and ‘do some trading’. Our chief decided that we would. 

i So the next day when the big Sun Dance camp broke up and all of the 
tribes started for their favourite hunting-grounds, we headed west towards 
the Rockies, whose snow-covered peaks we could already see from the Sun 
Dance flats. 

We children looked forward to seeing some white people. We had seen 
only a few men, and we had never been able to go up close and get a good 
look at them. And we wondered what their boys would look like, and their 
women; for we had never seen any of these. 

Most of the traders who had come to us had been half-breeds, and we 
knew them by the Sioux word Itey-skada, which meant ‘White Fore- 

heads’. That was the name the Indians called them, because their faces 
were always brown and their foreheads were white. This was perhaps due 
to the fact that they wore hats, and the sun brought out the Indian tan 
only in the exposed parts of their faces. ‘ 

We travelled along the Namaka until we came to the foothills of the 
Rockies, and here we came upon the Suksiseoketuk Indians—the Rocky 

Mountain Band of Assiniboines—whose hunting-grounds were up there 

in the foothill country. Their chief, Chief Travels-Against-The-Wind, 

' asked us who we were. Our chief said: 

_ ‘We are roving Seeha-sapa from the plains, whose only enemy is the 
Okotoks Isahpo—the Rock Band of Crows.’ 

The Suksiseoketuk chief then said: 

“We no longer come down on to your plains to hunt your buffalo. Why 

' do you come into our hills to hunt our mountain-goats and sheep and 

' moose?’ 

‘Our meat for the winter’, said our chief, ‘is already put away in those 

' bags you see the women carrying (pemmican). We come not to hunt your 
wild goats. We come to hunt your wah-shee-chu—white men—from 
_ whom you have secured those fine white blankets you are wearing, with 

the red and black stripes in them.’ 

“‘Ha-h! Neena-washtay—washtaydo. Amba wastaytch, See-ha-sapa!— 
fon Very good—exceptionally good. Howdy do, Blackfeet,’ said the 
Suksiseoketuk chief. 

_ Then he told our chief to tell his tribesmen to get off their ponies and sit 

» down and he would have the Suksiseoketuk women make us some of the 

white man’s minne-seeha—‘black water’, or tea. And the chief said that 
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who got up and said: 


_ general laugh at the cunning tactics of our warriors. 


ene The chief said that the Hudson’ S Bat Ounces ha ade 
some of their skins—and they seemed to like this tea. Our old 1 peo 

























But we boys were very interested in what the chief told us abour: the 
white man. He told us to beware of his food; as it would make our teeth © 
come out. He told us about the bread and the sweets which the white man 
ate, and he pulled up his upper lip and said: q 
_ ‘Wambadahka—Behold—my teeth are good, and so are the teeth of 
all our old people; but behold,’ he said, walking over to a young boy and 
pulling up his lip, ‘behold, these teeth of the young people are not good 
too much white man’s food. Our people, like yours, never used to die until” 
they were over a hundred years old. Now, since we started to eat that white 
man’s food we are sick all of the time. We keep getting worse and soon it 
will kill us all.’ 
And then the chief reached up and took hold of a shock of his hair at the 
top of his head, and he said: 
Payheeh—hait—the white man has none of this on top of his head. 
The crown of his head is as slick as the nose of a buffalo. Every time the 
Indian eats he wipes grease into his hair. White man wash it all out with | 
bad medicine—soap—take all grease out and make all of his hair drop? 
__ off. Swap your buffalo robes for the white man’ s blankets and gunpowder, 
_ but take not of his food,’ said the chief, ‘nor of his “bad medicine” fo 
washing your hair.’ et 
Then, sweeping his hand towards the tall peaks of the snow Ceres 
Rockies, the chief said: a 
“We Nakota Indians (their own name for themselves, meaning ‘fiends? ) 
were raised on top of these mountains with the prairies far below us. The 
Prairie Indians look upon us as the “High People’. They say, “ The 
Nakotas are wise like the animals; they stay up in the high mountains - 
_ where the clear, healthy winds blow.””’ A 
‘Ho!’ This exclamation was uttered by another Suksiseoketuk chief, 


‘Though the Nakctas sometimes put fear in the hearts of the Prairie 
Indians, they are not wise. You Blackfeet are wise. We Nakotas, when we: 
go down on the plains among the enemy, we Nakotas trudge along like 
this,’ he said, walking a few steps like a careless individual. “But, you 
Blackfeet; you are wise. You go about like this’ —assuming a low, 
crouching | stalk—'just like coyotes,’ he added with a twinkle i in his eye 
‘you Blackfeet, you see everything, but nobody ever sees you.’ 3 

Our braves laughed at this—and the Nakotas joined in on a heart ys ) 


The Suksiseoketuk chief told us that if we would camp on the fle 
across the river that night, he would send a party of his tribesmen alo 
with us the next day, to guide us to the ‘Long Flagpole’, which is the nar 
_ they had given the trading post on account of a tall pole with a flag 
_ top that stood in front of it. Our chief accepted this offer, and we 
our camp there that night. ei ih 





The next day we started north, accompanied by fifty of the Suksiseoke- 
tuk warriors. We travelled for six days, keeping always to the edge of the 
foothills. On the sixth day the Suksiseoketuks told us to pitch our camp at 
a point we had reached late in the afternoon, and they would send over a 

“messenger to tell the white people at the trading post that we were there to 
see them. 

After we had pitched our camp, several of our warriors went out to see if 
they could find some otter, which were plentiful in that part of the north- 
land. While they were out they came upon a cabin, and they saw six long- 
haired people with light skin, going in and out of this place. Our warriors 
sat down and watched them and tried to figure out what they were; they 
had never seen any people like them before. They were not Indians and 
they were not white men; so one of our warriors, Big Darkness, said that 
they must be the white man’s woman—their wives—white women! They 
had never seen any white women before; so they all agreed that that must 
be what they were. 

But when they came back to camp and told the others about it, another 
of our warriors, Sun Calf, who had seen the women, changed his mind 
and said that he did not believe they were white women after all; they were 
‘some other kind of people’, he said. 

This started an argument which became so heated that our chief was 
afraid that it would lead to a fight. So he said the best way to settle the 
dispute was for the two warriors to put up a bet, and then go over and 
capture one of the ‘strange beings’ and bring it back, and the camp would 

_ decide what they were. 

The men led out five ponies each and bet them on their respective 
beliefs. And when darkness came ten of our warriors, including Big Dark- 
ness and Sun Calf, crept over to the shack and overpowered one of the 
‘strange beings’ and brought it back. 

When they returned to our camp, we were waiting around a big fire 
singing, so that the disturbance would not attract the trading post. They 
led a very scared-looking ‘being’ to the edge of the fire, and Big Darkness 
exclaimed to the throng: 

‘Now look. Is it not a woman?’ 

Half of the tribe believed that it was a woman, and the other half said 

that it was not. The confusion of the argument which followed grew so 
noisy that it awoke some of the Suksiseoketuk warriors who had their 
camp about a hundred yards away, and they came over to see what was 
going on. 

They stopped and listened for a moment, and then they began to laugh. 
‘They laughed for a long time before they would tell us what they were 

laughing at. And then one of them said: 

_ ‘Inexperienced Blackfeet! It is neither a white woman nor any kind of 
being that you have ever seen before. It is a man from across the Minne- 
_ Tonka,’ and he waved his arm towards the Pacific Ocean. 

_ It was a Chinaman! One of the Chinese employed as cooks by some 
white prospectors. 
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word to the Indians that he was coming over to visit th 
_ seoketuk told us that he was going to tell us about the w He 








‘The next morning fie white: minister at the 


_ Wahkantonka, his Great Spirit. * 
When they received this news of the coming of the minister, all af the | 
Indians painted their faces and put on all of their best medicine clothes. 
The medicine-man got out his drum, and soon we were all ready to receive — 
him. 
When we saw the minister coming, the medicine-man started to pound 
_ his tom-tom and sing one of his medicine songs ; for he thought that would ~ 








_ please the visitor who represented the white man’s ‘medicine’ and Great 


_ only one God in Heaven, and I am here to tell you about Him.’ 


all day—that is an ancient courtesy among all Indians—so pee 


_ Spirit. Our chief went out and met the minister and shook his hand, and _ 
_ then he took him over to meet our minister, the medicine-man. ! 
_ After they shook hands, the minister made a speech. He told our 
medicine-man that he was preaching something not worth while. He said: 
‘I didn’t mean for you people to fix up like this; I meant for you tol | 
wash the paint off your faces and put your medicine drums away. There is 


Indians never interrupt anyone when he is talking, even if he should sale 





_ stood and listened to the minister while he told us of the white man’s God. 
_ He made a long speech. He said that the Indians must lay down their arms - : 

and live peaceably alongside the white man who was coming into his — 

country. j 

- When the missionary finished his speech, our chief arose and addressed . 
him. He said: 

‘Why do you tell us to be good? We Indians are not bad; you white. 
people may be, but we are not. We do not steal, except when our horses ; 
have been raided ; we do not tell lies ; we take care of our old and our poor 3 
- when they are helpless. We do not need that which you tell us about.” | 
‘But’, said the missionary, ‘there is only one God.’ 7 

‘Then if that is true’, said our chief, ‘we Indians are worbin ae the @ 
same God that you are—only i in a different way. When the Great Spirit, © 
God, made the world He gave the Indians one way to worship Him and He 
gave the white man another way, because we are different people and our 
lives are different. The Indian should keep to his way and the white man to 
his, and we should all work with one another for God and not against one — 


another, The Indian does not try to tell you how you should worship God. © 


We like to see you worship Him in your way, because we know you under- — 


stand that way.’ 


‘But the Great Spirit you speak of is not the same one that we worship,” i 
said the missionary. a 
‘Then there must be two Gods,’ said the chief. ‘Your God made a land © 
i you far across the ‘‘big water’’. He gave you houses to live in, good — : 
things to eat and fast things to travel in. He gave the Indian the teepee to © 
live in and the buffalo to feed on. But you white people did not aig oy 
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"He won't t take ‘everything from us, ‘100, when we die and. . to your . 
Hunting Grounds.’ a 
‘But the Indians must learn how to pray, ’ said the minister. - Lane 
_ ‘We do pray,’ replied our chief. ‘This is the prayer that we pray at c our 
Sun Dance (Thanksgiving): i 
_ “* “Great Spirit, our Father, help us and teach us in the way of the truth: 
_ and keep me and my family and my tribe on our True Father’s path, sO. 
that we may be in good condition in our minds and in our bodies. Teach 
all of the little ones in your way. Make peace on all the world. We thank 
_ You for the Sun and the good summer weather again; and we hope they - 
will bring good crops of grass for the animals, and things to eat for all 
peoples.” ’ 
While we were talking like this, a white man came over-and said that the - 
_ trading post was ready for us to come over and trade with them. So our 
_ chief and medicine-man shook hands with the minister and thanked him _ 
' for coming over and talking with us. Then we all mounted our pone ie 
and rode over to the post, about two miles away. TN 
__ As we rode into the post we passed some stables with some cows in 
_ them. We had never been around cows before, and the smell of them > 
~ made us sick. We all had to hold our hands over our noses as we rode by 
_ this stable. We youngsters had always thought that the cow would smell _ 
_ Strong like the buffalo, but they smelt sweet, like milk; and that made us 
want to vomit. 
_ When we arrived at the post the traders came out to meet us. The white 
_ men came up to our fathers and started talking with them through the — 
_ interpreter, a Suksiseoketuk. We boys had never been close to white 
_ people before; so while they were talking to our fathers, we and some of 
_ our braves walked up behind them and smelled of them to see what they __ 
_ smelt like. They smelt different from the Indians; they smelt just like those 
cattle, and it made us sick. Ne 
_ Then they invited us to have a big feast with them. They brought Sut ani. 
_ lot of food. But we could not eat it. Everything they had tasted like those 
' cows smelt. Their tea had cow’s milk in it; cow’s butter was on their _ 
bread, and its cream covered their cakes; and the meat they gave ustoeat 
_ was cow’s meat. Some of our braves who tried to eat it got very sick and 
~ went out into the bush. We remembered what the Suksiseoketuk chief had 
told us about keeping away from the white man’s food, and we thought at 
- that moment that it was the taste which killed the Indians. It turned our 
stomachs up, and we could not keep it down. ee 
~ After the ‘feast’, which did not last long, the white people started to 
bring out their wares to trade with us for our buffalo robes and ermine, _ 
a They brought out a lot of things we had never seen before—flour, — 
molasses, bread, axes, tools, and so on. Our chief thought that the — 
molasses was grease, and when a barrel was rolled out in front of him he 
reached down into it and brought up two handfuls and rubbed it into his _ 
hair, saying: ‘Ah, this will make good grease for the hair.’ We thought — 
at the flour was snow and that the bread was tree-canker ; and we a 
1 otc care to trade any of our robes for these. 
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What our braves wanted most of all was ball and powden for their guns. 
They kept asking for this, but the traders kept bringing out other things. 
Finally some of our warriors asked the Suksiseoketuk interpreter where 


they kept their powder and ball, and he pointed to a building. And this — 


brave said, ‘Come on, we will go over there and show them what we want.’ 
All of the braves went over and crowded into this shed. There was a 


white man inside, and he got-scared; he thought the Indians wanted the © 


ammunition so that they could attack the fort at the post. He walked over 
to a big pile of black, shiny stuff, and he picked up a handful of it and 
held it out to our chief and said through the interpreter : 

‘Do you know what this is?’ 

Our chief said, ‘No, what’s that stuff?’ 

‘That’s gunpowder,” said the trader. 

‘Gunpowder?’ queried our chief. 

“Yes, gunpowder. Make sure of it; feel it,” he said, handing it to the 
chief. 

The chief held out his two hands and it was poured into his palms. As he 
stood there looking at it, the trader said, pointing to the huge pile of 
powder on the floor: 

‘That’s quite a lot of powder; isn’t it?’ 

The chief nodded his head. 

‘You know that one inch of powder will kill a deer ; don’t you?’ 

aves” 

‘Well, you can imagine what would happen if I should set that whole 
pile off. And that is what I am going to do if you try to start any trouble— 
I'll give one shot and kill the whole crowd!’ 

‘Tsumahts,’ said the chiet, looking at the interpreter. 

“What did he say?’ asked the trader. 

‘He wants one of your wooden matches,’ said the interpreter. 

‘What for?’ asked the trader. 


‘He says he wants to put that handful of powder on the floor and light it _ 


and see if it is good powder before giving you any of his robes for it.’ 

The trader’s face turned ashen. He threw the box of matches he was 
holding at the interpreter and shouted: ‘Run! And let nothing stop you 
until you throw them into the creek!’ 


But before the Suksiseoketuk could make a remark, our chief raised his ~ 


hand to the interpreter and with a chuckle in his throat, he said: 
‘Stay! Tell the white man that the Blackfoot likes a little joke, too. Tell 
him that when the Blackfoot goes on the war-path he pulls off his clothes 


and paints himself. Now, let him tell us how much of this powder he will ~ 


give us for each buffalo robe—and we will want some blankets, too.’ 

Summoning a smile, the trader said: 

‘We heard last night that you were marauding Indians—some 
prospectors told that you had raided their cookhouse. But it seems that 
there is a mistake about this.’ 

Whereupon, the Suksiseoketuk interpreter laughed and told the trader — 


what had happened with the Chinese cook. He laughed hard at this odd 
happening. And then he said: 
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Sheep, Goats and Mountain-Lions 


Having traded nearly every one of our buffalo robes for balls and powder, 
guns and blankets, our chief said that we would soon be facing winter — 
without sufficient furs to keep us warm ; and he began to look around for a 
good hunting-ground. He liked those ‘white man’s blankets’ for their 
looks, but he did not think that they would keep us warm in the severe © 
weather which we would have to face when we got back on to the plains. 
He asked the Suksiseoketuk braves if there were any hunting-grounds in 
the Rockies where we could hunt without breaking our word with their — 
head chief. They told us that we could get plenty of mountain-sheep and 
—goats, and lynx, bear, fox, wolves and mountain-lions—if we would go a 
little way into the interior of the mountains. They advised him to go down — 
to the Kootenay and Flathead country (north of what is now Idaho), for 
those tribes were their enemies, and the Suksiseoketuk would not care how 
much we hunted in those regions of the mountains, they told us. 

The Suksiseoketuk lent us two of their guides to take us over the Great — 
Divide in the Rockies ; and when they got us over the Rockies and on to a | 
high plateau which ran between the Rockies and the Coast Range, they 
left us and told us to keep going south, where we would find all of the wild 
game we needed. ys. 

It was the first time we youngsters had been away inside the Rockies, © 
and we marvelled at the thousands of feet of solid walls of rock which we © 
saw on all sides as we camped, travelled, and camped. Though it was still 
late summer, we crossed several high divides where the snow was so deep — 
that we nearly lost some of our ponies. They got stuck to their bellies in the - 
snow, and we had to pull them out by hitching other ponies to them and © 
dragging them over the snow until they could get a footing. But when we — 
got on the plateau it was very hot and dry, and there was plenty of bunch- | 
grass for our ponies to graze on. 

One day we forded a mountain river, and when we came out on the | 
other side we were right in the camp of another tribe of Indians. We did © 
not know who they were, and they did not know us. They were not like any | 
Indians we had ever seen before. They were not tall, compared to our — 
braves, who were six feet and over; and they had large heads and short 

legs; their clothes were different—no feathers—and they were camping | 
in teepees made of dried grass matting. Their faces were not as dark and | 
red as ours. 

When they saw us they did not act like other Indians: they smiled and © 
looked friendly right away. And their children did not stand around aloof | 
and look stolidly at us as the ‘stranger Indians’ on the plains did; they — 
came right up to us and began talking to us, though we could not under- 
stand them. 
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ral chief ceviea tating to cnn in he ced language, ‘but one ee ae ee 

1en who seemed: to be a chief waved that he did not understand that 

' language. But he went into a teepee and came out with a crippled fellow— _ 

_ he had a bent leg—and he led him up to our chief and motioned with his _ 

. hands for him to talk again. This fellow understood the sign language. He 

said that this was the camp of the Shuswap tribe, but that he himself wasa __ 

Kootenay who had married one of their women, and that was why he could 

speak the sign language. The Kootenays were our enemies whom we had 

_ fought many times. 

_ We did-not have to tell him that we were Blackfeet from the plains; for 

i he told that by our moccasins, which had separate soles on them unlike — 

_ the mountain Indians, and he also noticed how we combed our hair— 

/ straight back on top and then braided down on either side. It was by the 

_ way we combed our hair that all other tribes knew that we were not Sioux, 

whom we resembled physically. The difference was that the Sioux warriors 

parted their hair in the middle like our women, without leaving a roach 

' combed back on top—and for that reason we called the Sioux Kah-es- 

_ pah, meaning that they ‘parted their hair in the middle’. 

This Kootenay said: ‘i 

‘I see you are not Sioux by your hair and moccasins. If you were you 

would not be welcome here in the Shuswap camp. They are not friends of 

the Suksiseoketuk.’ The Suksiseoketuk were an offshoot of the Sioux. 
He asked us what we wanted, and our chief told him that we were out 

to hunt game. And then this Kootenay turned to the Shuswap chief and 

said something. Again he turned his address to our chief. He said: si 
‘The chief of the Shuswaps says this: ‘‘We are the allies of the 

_ Kootenays. We and the Kootenays control all of the country south of here 

as far as a man can travel in fifteen days. We ask you not to hunt on our - 

grounds. But we will tell you where to go north of here and get plenty of 

game. Tell us what you want, and we will tell you where to go.” ’ : 

z Our chief told him, and then he called our three scouts to listen to the 

_ Shuswap chiei’s instructions. My 

j When this was over, the Shuswap chief told us that we would all have to | 

have snow-shoes if we went north; for we would have to travel over deep cv 































snow before we returned. And so a bargain was made by which we traded 
‘some of our fine plains ponies for all of the snow-shoes the Shuswaps _ 
possessed. al 
So, after we had rested here for a day, we started north up the moun- 
tainous plateau, into a country none of us had ever seen before. 
After we travelled for about ten days we found plenty of mountain- shea 
d -goats. The sheep were easy to hunt and kill, but the goats were 
most impossible to reach. While the sheep grazed in herds along the 
opes of the mountains, the goats perched themselves singly, 
ousands of feet above us on the sides of solid walls of rock. To us, as we 
travelled along the sides of the mountains, they looked like little white 
ts, so high were they above us. They fed off the moss growing on the 
ks, while the sheep liked to graze from the ground in the lower levels. 
e sheep meat was good, but we were after the pelts of the goats ; for the 
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_ mountain-goat ik wool on its pelt while the sheep does not—just 
opposite of the tame variety of sheep and goat. 


However, we made up our supply of heavy pelts by getting a number of : 


grizzly bears. They were easier to hunt at this time of the year; for they 
were already getting fat and sleepy for their hibernation. We made big 
camps and stayed there for days while our warriors went out to hunt. 


While our mothers spent most of their time curing the pelts and making — 


them into robes, clothing, and buckskin, we boys spent our time catching 
marmots and mountain-gophers. We would run and catch the big, fat, 
whistling marmots, but the gopher, a bigger brother of our prairie-dog, 
was more wary. We had to set a trap for him. They were so suspicious that 
every time they came out of their holes they would first stick their heads 






out and peer around in every direction before hopping out. So we made ~ 


long lariats out of buckskin thongs and left a loose loop at one end. We 


would place this loop around the top of the gopher hole and lie and wait — 


until he stuck his head out. Then we would jerk the lariat quickly and 


catch him by the neck in a noose. At the end of these thongs we would | 


drag them back to camp and let them battle with our dogs. 

One day we got a big surprise that nearly cost at least one of our tives 
We saw a big hole and thought it was the hole of a marmot. So we laid our 
noose around it and waited. Presently a large, brown shaggy head came 
out of the hole, and we gave a quick jerk. There was a terrible yell, which 


sounded more human than anything I have heard from an animal, and— | 


When we got our first look at the thing we had pulled out of that hole we 


nearly died with fright. It was something we had never seen before. With | 


terrible teeth and claws, a dark brown, shaggy thing came at us like a 


streak of lightning. Fortunately we had three big wolf-dogs with us, and © 


they made a dash for it. Evidently the dogs had never seen this animal 
before, either ; it turned from us and went straight at these fierce, snarling 
brutes—a thing which we had never seen any other animal dare to do. In 
a flash the animal had one of the dogs by the throat, and it wheeled over 
on its back and fairly tore the head off of this dog before the others could 
reach it. 

The other two dogs, Ponoka and Nisitsi-Stumiks (Elk and Seven Bulls), 


flashed into the fray with their tails lashing the ground, and we stood, too — 
scared to move, and watched the whirling sight. It was the most thrilling - 
battle I have ever seen—just a whirling mass of tawny hair and brown 


wool. Blood spattered everywhere, and those unearthly human wails kept 


coming to us from this terrible demon of the forests, as he rolled and 


plunged and fought like a dozen wild beasts thrown into one—and yet ne 
was less than half the size of one of our massive wolf-dogs. 

When we began to collect our wits we moved backwards and climbed a 
small cliff and made ready to dash for our safety. But we heard something 
like a man grunting, and we turned and looked and saw Ponoka, the dog 


that had run down and killed a full-grown elk, sinking his long white fangs 
into the ruffled throat of the dying beast. With a fierce growl the big wolf- 
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fe eyes g aming , vengeance for his ‘dain companion, was swaying 
one from side to side, beating the ground with the thing he had in his 
- mout 
When finally he shook it and it did not move, he was loath to let it gO; 
ie vefigeance was not yet satisfied. He let it go, seeming to hope that it 
would move again. When it did not, he made another savage lunge at it 
and ripped it wide open with one rake of his mighty teeth. Then he limped 
over to his dead companion and nosed him and whined and licked the 
blood from his own dripping legs and whined again. We heard a noise, 

and saw him leap over a bank out of view. We rushed down, and there in a 

gully lay Seven Bulls, torn and mangled and gone mad with pain. 

_ His eyes were glazed, and as Ponoka tried to approach him he took 
_ savage bites at him with his roving head, which looked more like that of a 
tattlesnake than that of a dog. Seeming to understand, Ponoka whined 
and looked at him, and then turned and looked sorrowfully at us. We 
called him away. He came with us up the bank, but when he saw the ugly, 
_ shaggy brute again he grabbed it with a savage growl and tugged and 
pulled at it until he had drawn it every inch of the way back to our camp. 

Consternation swept the camp when they found out what we had 
brought back with us, unarmed. 
It was a wolverine! The wolverine, the crazy king of the Rockies, the 
killer of the elk and the bear and the moose—the most dangerous animal 
_known to the Indian. 
Our fathers chastised us for pulling things out of holes which we knew 
nothing about. And they threatened us with the rawhide lash if we ever 
went out ‘hunting’ again in that strange region. 
North of this place where we were now camping there was a solid wall of 
rock about 4,000 feet high, which began there and ran northwards as far 
as the eye could reach. Our fathers said that this massive, greyish-yellow 
_mountain was a mountain-lion range, and they decided to move our camp 
“up near it, where they could bag a few of these big beasts and make them- 
“selves some leggings out of their tawny skins. 
We moved up there, and remained several days hunting the mountain- 
Mion away up on the dizzy crags of this lofty wall of rock. Our warriors 
would climb high up on the narrow paths of the mountain-goat, which had 
been worn precariously along the side of this perpendicular wall, and 








along these paths they would seek out the wily mountain-lion as he lay 


“crouched over the path, waiting for an unwary goat to come along. 
_ On the second day of the hunt two of our young braves were ‘working’ 


two goat paths at one time. These two paths ran high up, along the side of 


the wall, one about fifty feet above the other. One of the braves, Wan- 
ering Wolf, was ‘working’ the upper path, while the other, Striped Dog, | 
vas stalking the lower one, making it a point to keep in sight of one | 
mother at all times. They were several hundred yards apart, with Striped — 
Dog some distance below and ahead of Wandering Wolf. 
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iped Dog, he noticed something lying just over the path that did not 
K like a rock—it looked more yellow and brown than the surrounding | 
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Once as Wandering Wolf peered down ahead of him to keep hiseyeon 
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wall of grey rock. It was lying just a few feet ahead of his companion, and 
- though it did not move he soon perceived that it was an animal. He started 
to shout a warning to Striped Dog, but before he could catch his ear 
Striped Dog had approached to within three or four feet of the point over 
which the strange object was lying. And just as Striped Dog turned his 
_ head to look back and up at his shouting companion, Wandering Wolf 

saw the thing leap down on the path, apparently right on to the shoulders 
of his unsuspecting comrade. 

Summoning all the speed that he could risk along the path of the steep 
wall, Wandering Wolf hastened to the ‘switchback’ where the two paths 
joined, and on to the point where he had last seen Striped Dog. When he 
reached there Striped Dog was squatted in the path, skinning a mountain- 
lion. 

The lion had jumped down about six feet in front of him, thinking no 
doubt that he was a goat; and on discovering its mistake was too surprised 
to move. While it crouched there in front of him Striped Dog had raised 
his gun and pierced its heart. The lion, a big male, measured nearly ten 
feet from the nose to the tip of the tail. 

While our mothers were curing the pelts of the few mountain-lions that 
our braves had been able to kill, a big squall came down from the glacier 
ahead of us and swept through our camp for fifteen minutes, tearing down 
our teepees as if they had been made of paper. Trees fell like matches. 
Two of our teepees caught fire, painfully burning three of our women 
before they could get out from under them. The poles of our corral were 
blown off, and our horses stampeded and went careering down the valley 
in wild confusion. We children were blown about like bits of wood. We 
would no more than scramble to our feet before the backs of our heads 
would hit the ground again. At first we yelled and thought that we were 
having a lot of fun, but when we saw the fire and the flying ponies, we got 
scared and lay on our bellies and kept quiet. The horses came thundering 
past us, dodging us with the nimbleness of dogs—some of them jumped 
clear over us, but not one of us was touched. 

When the wind had howled for about fifteen minutes, big chunks of 
wet snow started to splash our faces, and soon a blinding snowstorm was 
on us. Winter had broken in the Rockies. As the wind slowed up the snow 
increased. 

It snowed all that day and night, and all the next day. Our fathers were 
out on their snow-shoes, trying to round up the horses, but these had not 
stopped so soon as the men thought they would. They must have followed 
the storm with their speed, and kept going until they were exhausted ; for 
not one of them was ever seen again. Perhaps their descendants are still 
roaming the Rockies among its famous herds of wild horses. 


74 





2 


Rock Thunder’s Death Song 





‘Now, our fathers said, we would have to remain where we were for the 
“winter, or try to reach our distant home on the plains by snow-shoe. 

Our women set themselves to work making snow-shoes, copying the 
type we had secured from the Shuswaps. They made shoes for us boys 
/first, so that we could go out on them and get used to them. This was great 

fun. Our fathers went out with us to teach us how to walk and run on 
them, instructing us to keep our knees stiff and move our legs from the 
hip. Soon we were having snow-shoe races of a hundred yards or more, 
and were making incredible speed on them, to the great satisfaction of our 
elders. Then our fathers taught us how to slide down little hills and em- 
bankments when we should come to them. We liked this so well that they 
had to stop us from ‘practising’ it to excess; for we were wearing out our 
‘snow-shoes too fast. 

Pretty soon we had all the snow-shoes we needed, with several pairs of 
spare ones, which our mothers had made with the foresight of prepared- 
ness, possessed in the Indian race principally by their women. 

We were already thinking of an early moving from this place, when one 
morning our fathers asked us boys if we had been up during the night on 
our snow-shoes. We said, ‘No’. And they asked us if we would ‘swear by 

the Horn’ that we had not. We said that we would. They believed us then 
_and they did not make us go actually before the Horns; but they were ata _ 
loss to find out who had been walking about our camp on snow-shoes, on a 
fresh snow that had fallen in the night. The scouts went out and studied 
‘the tracks, and then trailed them for some distance. When they returned 
they said that the tracks were not made by the kind of snow-shoes we were 
“using ; they were longer and more narrow than ours. 
_ While all the camp was still wondering about these tracks, one of our 
‘old women, named Wolf's Woman, came running into the camp with her 
hand over her mouth, which was a sign that she had something bad to tell 
-uS. 
_ ‘Tsumah-tsi-tsi? Ninow? — Where is he, the chief?’ she was saying 
under her breath, still holding her hand over her mouth. 
_ All of the women clapped their left hands over their mouths and stood 
peechlessly waiting for her to speak. 
When she ran into one of our minor chiefs, she said with a quivering 









ngue: 
F ‘All are gone in Red Dog’s camp—killed!’ 

‘Hanh-h-h-h-h-h!' exclaimed our women. 
_ Hie-yah-h-h-h-h-h-h!’ A low yelping war-cry from deep down in the- 
hests of our braves, went sounding through the camp like a bugle-call. 
We all bent fast steps towards the camp of Red Dog, who with his 
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: _ family of seven, had pitched his teepees down near the 
a little removed from the main camp. oa 
_ When we arrived there we found five persons, dead. ‘here was n 
blood, there were no wounds on their bodies, but their throats were b 
and swollen. They had been quietly choked to death in their sleep—o 
by one. aan 
We scurried through the snow, looking for two others, but we could find ~ 
no sign of them. They were two of Red Dog’s daughters, aged about { 
seventeen or eighteen. Hours of search revealed no clue as to their d 
whereabouts. F 
Finally the chief gave orders to strike camp and take up the trail of the © 
i 
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mysterious snow-shoes which had been followed for some distance by our — 
scouts. The chief told the old people and the women and children to follow © 
in the rear and take their time, so that the warriors could travel ahead with — 
_all their speed. The warriors took nothing with them—not even food— ~ 
nothing but their guns and snow-shoes. They left one young scout with us © 
to keep us in their wake; and then they were off at a fast dog-trot. feet 
Fortunately the snow had frozen over with a hard crust, which enabled — 
them to make fast time by sliding their snow-shoes as they pushed them 
forward. And this crust also made it possible for us to utilize the dogs for © 
pack-animals—keeping their feet above the surface of the snow. 
On the evening of the third day out, a swift runner was sent back along © 

the trail to tell us that the enemy we were chasing were Assinahs— — 
Northern Crees—who had evidently taken us for Shuswaps. The — 
messenger said that they had come across several of their camp-sites of the 

_ night before, and our warriors were gaining time by living off the beaver _ 
meat which the Crees were leaving behind them in their nightly camps. © 
They learned that they were Crees from a moccasin they had found, which © 
was beaded in circular figures, according to the fashion of the Northern © 
Bush Crees. eae] 
The messenger said it was evident that the Crees little suspected they © 
could be overtaken, because their snow-shoes were known to be the fastest 
in the entire North-West. Though the Crees were travelling light and fast, _ 
the fact that they were taking time to sleep, showed that they did not think 
that anyone could overtake them on the slower type of Shuswap shoe. vi 
Living off the pemmican which we carried, we travelled on comfortably 

in the rear of our pursuing warriors. We were faring well, but our dogs” 
_were beginning to suffer. Under the strain of their heavy loads they were 
beginning to pass blood, and their feet were so cut and bleeding from the 
icy crust over the snow that we had to stop and make ‘moccasins’ for them. - 
Our women took square pieces of buckskin and filled them with buffalo 
hair and tied them over their feet. When they were all ‘shod’, the dogs 
looked as if they were wearing boxing-gloves on their feet. ech | 
Although our dogs were more than half wolf—big fellows as large as a 
two-year-old calf—they taught me something about dogs that day which I 
never knew before, something that has stuck with me all these years and — 
given me a profound outlook of kindliness on these unfortunate creatures. J 
I never knew before that the dog had a sympathetic nature, nor thi at 
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Phad a sense of gratitude which was more unselfish than that possessed by 

most human beings. 

_ One of our dogs was undersized because he had less of the timber-wolf 
in him than the rest. His wild blood was that of the small coyote, and his 

_ mother had been a grey mongrel. Because of this every dog in our camp 
seemed always to pick on him; all but one, and that was a big dark grey 

_ stag and timber-wolf, who had more dignity than any dog I have ever seen. 
This big fellow always ‘nosed’ friendlily with the little outcast, and he was 
never too ill-tempered to allow the little fellow to play around him, even 
unto taking playful bites at his dignified legs. We boys had always noticed 
this, and we often threw a chunk of wood at our other dogs because they 

bit this little fellow whenever he came anywhere in their vicinity. 

This little mongrel-coyote was so small that the women could not pack 
anything on his back, and he was the only dog in the camp left to run free 
on this memorable trek through the Rockies. The day when the dogs’ feet 
started to go bad the big stag and wolf, whose name was Bull’s Head, was 
one of the worst of the lot. His feet were so lacerated that they had frozen 
in parts, and he was limping pitifully under his load. 

We boys were walking behind the dogs, and I had been watching Bull’s 
Head all day. I was thinking that ifhe had been a man he would have been 

a great chief; for his dignity was unparalleled in our big family of camp 
dogs. While the other dogs would at times want to frolic under their packs, 

_ looking around with flapping tongues on the slightest cough from the rear, 

old Bull’s Head never once turned his head nor made an unnecessary 

movement. His shoulders hardly moved under a graceful pacing canter, 

_which he must have maintained with great difficulty on his swollen feet. 

But on and on he paced, his mouth slightly open and his tongue raised 

high on to the roof of his mouth, and not flapping outside—he was too 
much of the timber-wolf for that. 

_ Along towards late afternoon the strain was so great on him that he 
began to stumble frequently and his big dark grey body was swaying 
visibly under his heavy load. His frozen feet were bleeding through the 
_ buckskin, leaving little red marks in his snow tracks. The coyote-mongrel 
“had long since tired himself out running around in big circles on our right 
and left, looking for some groundling to sniff at; and he was now trudging 

_ along with us boys, not daring to walk up with the other dogs. 

_ My attention was drawn to the little fellow when he suddenly stopped 
_and I stumbled over him. He was sniffing at the ground—at the little red 

{ splotches of blood. He must have recognized the smell; for he uttered a low 
_ gruff yelp and ran swiftly ahead of us. He ran straight to the side of Bull’s 

Head, and when he reached him he leaned his body heavily against him 

/ and pushed forward with all his puny might.One of the women came up 

3 and kicked him away, but she had no sooner turned her back than he was 

_again leaning and pushing against the aching body of his one and only 

friend. When the woman came up again with a stick in her hand, the little 

ellow looked up at her with a great humble fear in his eyes, but he did not 
nove away. With eyes welling with fear he stuck to his post and pushed 
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- woman walked along and watched him for a moment, and then she smil 










is away. all the harder, knowing well that he would soon get a se 
the ribs. ake 
YT could not allow the woman to hit him again. I asked her not 
_ him but to watch him and see if she could find out what he was doing. T 





and said, ‘Anh-h-h!'—and she patted the little fellow on the head an 

went back with the women. I have never forgotten that dog who stuck to 

the side of his friend until darkness overtook us and drove us to camp. 

_ Our miserable trek had entered its fourth day when things began to” 
happen ahead of us. 

Late in the afternoon of the fourth day two of our warriors travelling at 
the head of our flying war-party, now miles ahead of us, saw two girls on 

_ the trail some distance ahead of them. They ran back and told the chief, 
and the three of them bent low and sped forward to get a better view of the 
slowly moving figures. When they had approached to within two hundred 
yards of the girls, they recognized them as the two missing Blackfoot girls, 
Ermine Tail and Bird’s Skin—ard they sped up their pace and ap- 

_ proached closer with increasing caution. When they were a few feet behind 

_ them the warriors uttered one word under their breath: ‘Siksikau!— x 
Blackfeet! ‘ 

The girls turned half startled, and when they saw the warriors they 4 
motioned for them to bend close to the ground and walk besidethem. 

As the warriors half crawled to their side and kept along at their slow 
pace, the girls told them the Crees were ahead. They said that they were a 
large party of about seventy. The head party was now about to pitch camp 
for the night, while the slower ones were just a couple of hundred yard 
ahead of them. 

The girls said that the Crees made them remain up long after the others. 
had retired at night’to clean and dry all of their snow-shoes. As the girls - 
were talking to our chief, he was thinking. Finally he said to them: “To-_ 
night when you clean the snow-shoes and dry them, hold them closer to 

the fire and make sure that each pair is scorched to the breaking-point. 3 
Then mix the pairs. Tie a large and a small shoe together.’ (Unlike the — 
Shuswap snow-shoes, the Cree moccasins were part of their snow-shoes, 
making them one-piece affairs). 

The girls said that they would carry out the chief’s instructions, and our — 
warriors left them. : 

_ In the frosty stillness of the following morning, our braves crept up clos 

to the sleeping camp of the wily Crees, and lay there on their bellies 

- completely surrounding the camp, until the first rays of dawn struck t 

eastern skies. ; 
Then the long, Jow bellow of a mountain-lion reverberated through the 

- hills—from the throat of a Blackfoot scout—and this was the signal for the 
war-cr 

Wee yah hol Ah-besKecen, yeep!’ And our “Tigers of the Plats we 

once again on the war-path! 

They swooped into that camp like so many wolves ona fallen moosé S 
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sudden was the attack that some of the Crees were caught and slashed to 
death before they could rise from their pallets. Others ran wildly for their 
) snow-shoes; they picked up mismated pairs of charcoal and tried to fasten 
_ them to their feet—knowing that if they ever got a start on their famous 
_ speed-shoes’ no one in the North-West could catch them. 

' But the Blackfoot girls had done their work too well. 

' As the confused Crees sat in the snow trying to get a large and a small 
’ snow-shoe on their feet, many of them were slain where they sat. Others 
“managed to get the shoes on their feet, but as soon as they stepped on 
them their feet went through them and on into the deep, slushy snow. 
_ When they got up and tried to run they found instead of having on a pair 
of the fastest snow-shoes in existence they had two heavy impediments, 
_tesembling tennis rackets, dangling about their ankles. As they struggled 
’ knee-deep in the snow, they were shot down without mercy by the enraged - 
_ Blackfeet. 

_ When the short, fierce encounter had ended every Cree, except one boy, 
had been killed. This boy was left alone and sent back to his people— 
according to the Indian custom—to tell them the story of the massacre. 

Only one of our Blackfeet was wounded. This was Rock Thunder, one of 
~ the most renowned warriors in our history. He sustained a severed sinew in 
_ the back of his ankle, which made it impossible for him to walk. With his 
_ arms about the necks of two fellow warriors, he kept up with the party for 
_ several days, while they were trekking back to meet us. But he soon felt 
_ that he was a drag on the party, and requested that he be allowed to die in 
_ the manner usually chosen by incapacitated warriors. He asked them to 
_ burn him on a pyre. The others refused to heed his request. They insisted 


a 
; 


_ that he was not a burden on them, and declared that they would gladly 
' carry him back to his people. But Rock Thunder continued to plead with 
_ them. 

C Finally he asked the whole party to halt, that he might talk to them. He 
_ said: 
_ ‘Brothers, our food will be scarce before we get out of the mountains. 
y We have suffered many hardships, and we have many miles yet to travel. 
- If we do not hurry out of here, perhaps larger number of Crees may come 
~ to seek vengeance on you—and some of you may die. Why allow me to 
' endanger the lives of others? I shall gladly die as the only sacrifice for the 
- many enemies we have killed. Please, I beseech you, build a fire and allow 
_ me to die like a warrior, that our success may cost but one life. Brothers, I 
have spoken.’ 

After much wrangling among the other warriors, during which Rock 
Thunder renewed his pleading with them, the party finally gathered a 
mber of logs and stacked them in a hugh pile. They placed a lot of dry 
ush in the centre of the heap, and bade Rock Thunder to ‘take his seat’. 
Without a word, Rock Thunder climbed upon the pile of logs and sat 
down in the little heap of brush. With his own flints he lighted the brush 
neath him. Then, chanting his death-song as the smoke slowly grew into 
flames, he sat and looked far out over the rolling mountains towards the 
where our victory had been won. He ran the back of his hand across 
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rapped his rons around his head—and ve 





ie Wolf Brother 


_ Following this terrible battle with the Crees, our chiefs decided that we 
_ should pick some quiet place in the Rockies and spend the remainder of 
the winter there. There were large herds of wild horses running the ranges 
_ of the big plateau between the Selkirk and the Rocky Mountains— 
_ horthern British Columbia—and our fathers decided that we should stay 
here until spring came, and then go west to this plateau and capture a nee 
_ of good horses, before venturing out on to the plains again. 
We travelled north-westward through the mountains until we came to 
_ the western foothills of the Rockies, and here in a deep snow-covered 
_ pocket of the Rockies we settled down for the remainder of the winter. 
_ In our band at that time we had a very noted warrior and hunter 
named Eagle Plume. It was the custom in those days, when the men were 
_ being killed so often and the women were growing to outnumber them, for 
' one warrior to have from three to five wives. It was the only way that we 
_ could make sure that all our women would be taken care of when they 
_ should reach old age. 
But this warrior Eagle Plume had only one wife. He was a tall, hand- 
_ some warrior of vigorous middle age, and but for one thing he was well 
contented with his pretty wife. She had served him well. She was always 
_ busy preparing his meals and waiting upon him; tanning the hides of the 
furry denizens of the wilderness, which were killed in large numbers by 
_ this famous hunter of the Blackfeet. But she had no children. 
_ Indians are extremely fond of children, and to have no offspring is 
regarded as a calamity, a curse. Boy children were always preferred, as” 
they could grow up to be hunters and warriors, while girl children could be 
~ of little economic use to the family or the tribe. 
_ Eagle Plume thought of adding another wife to his camp, one who 
_ might bear him a child; but he loved his faithful young woman and he was - 
reluctant to put this idea into execution. He was like many men: he could 
love but one woman. 
_ However, children were wanted, and Eagle Plume’s wife had spent 
many hours crying alone in her teepee, because the Great Spirit had not 
given her the power to present him with a little baby with which to make 
their life complete. We heard our old people discuss this, and many times 
ey would send us over to Eagle Plume’s camp to play and to keep them 
mpany. They would treat us like their own children and give us at- 
ntions which we would not receive even from our own parents. 
Like all great Indian hunters, Eagle Plume liked most to hunt alone. As 
camped in the Northern Rockies that winter, he would go out by 
himself and remain for days. He would return heavily laden with the pelts 
otter, mink, black wolf; marten and lynx. 


81 


—— 















-. caribou, had swerved it from this purposeful course. It acted not Hike a 


_ harbourage. 





“evening as he was SLE his way down a mountain draw to a camp-si eat 
its foot, a wolf came out of the bush and howled at him in the bitter white 
_ twilight. 
It was a big wolf, not a coyote, but one of the largest specimens of the ‘ 
- huge black timber-wolf. With the true curiosity of the wolf, it watched 
on Eagle Plume make camp, then it went quietly away. : 
‘Go now, my brother’, said Eagle Plume. “To-morrow I will follow you 4 
for that thick fur on your skin.’ a 
- And so the next morning, running on his snow-shoes, and with a large 
inand ball in his muzzle-loader, Eagle Plume went on the trail of the big ‘ 
wolf. 
It was easy for an Indian to follow its path, because its tracks were 4 
_ bigger than any wolf tracks he had ever seen. It led Eagle Plume a far ~ 
_ journey across a hanging mountain valley and.on through a heavily 
forested range of low-lying mountains. The wolf seemed to be bent steadily 
on a trail that lay due north. Nothing, not even the fresh cross-trails of 























hunted thing evading its pursuer. 

Eagle Plume had travelled all day, and the late afiernneni sun was 
making long shadows, when suddenly as he peered ahead, he saw the big 
wolf run out on a naked ridge that rolled up from a bushy mountain plain 

It had been snowing for some hours in a quiet, intense way; and with the 
descent of the sun, the wind was rising with fitful whines, making little 
swirling gusts of snow-drift on the white surface of the land, which © 
_ foretold the approach of a mountain storm. The new snow had made th 
going heavy for Eagle Plume, and it must have been tiring to the wolf, too 
for it was now sinking to its belly with each step. 

Eagle Plume was a tireless hunter, and he knew that if the wolf kept t 
the open country, he, with the superiority of his snow-shoes, could wear t 
down. Already the big, shaggy creature was showing signs of fatigue, an 
the intrepid hunter was remorselessly closing up the distance that his 
quarry was losing. 

After his first view of the wolf on the ridge, Eagle Plume lost sight of i i 
_ for a while; then he saw it again, and when the sun, with its sinister at 
_ tendants of two false suns, touched the rim of the mountains to the eee 
_ the wolf remained in plain view all of the time. The Blackfoot w 
_ sweeping forward on the bumpy surface of the great rolling sea of snow 
a long, tireless lope, while the wolf seemed to be floundering along 
distress. 

The wind continued to rise, and soon the country was enveloped 
stinging, blinding chaos of drifting snow. A blizzard was coming up. 
even the wolf, wild denizen of the region as he was, was now seeking 


The mountain valley lay flat and expressionless under its snowy mani 
_ The only relief to the landscape was a pine bluff which stood ae an isla 
‘ aan ahead. 82 . 









A blizzard had no terrors Bir a good hint like. Eagle Plume. when 
there was wood and shelter in sight. He knew that the wolf was making for 
_ cover, and he hurried his footsteps so that he might overtake it and make : : 
3 his kill before it escaped into the bluff or became lost in the darkness of 
_ the raging blizzard. 
But the storm gathered in strength and violence, and Eagle Plume was, 
- forced to summon all of his remaining energies to reach the shelter of thd 
_ bluff before darkness and death should overtake him. When, panting and 
_ exhausted he at last made his objective, he had long since lost all sight and — 
track of his game. 
_He rested briefly and then began to skirt the lee-side of the bluff for a 
q suitable place to make fire and camp. As he was doing this he suddenly | 
- became aware that the wolf was watching him from a nearby snow-bank. 
Cautiously he turned on his tracks and levelled the long, cold barrel of his 
gun straight between a pair of furtive grey eyes—wild, slanted eyes, 
_ which looked calmly at him like two pieces of grey flint. He paused for a 
second and then pulled the trigger. There was a flash in the nipple—but — 
_ ho explosion. The priming had been affected by the drifting snow. 
With his teeth he pulled the wooden stopper of his powder-horn and 
B ouced dry po yder into the pan, keeping his eyes on the steady gaze of the 
wolf, which made no effort to move or escape. As he deftly reloaded and 
_ primed his gun, he spore softly to the wolf in the manner of the Indian, 
_ Saying: ii 
“Oh, my brother, I will not keep you waiting in the cold and snow. I am ee 
[ _ preparing the messenger I will send you. Have patience for just a little 
while.’ 
% As he shook the dry powder on to the pan of his gun, the wolf, without 
_any previous movement of warning, suddenly made a mighty m= 
anished. yee 
The swift-gathering darkness and the howling blizzard made useless 
any further effort to capture this remarkable pelt, and realizing for the - 
first time the futility of his quest, Eagle Plume now laid aside his gun and 
q unloosened an axe which hung at his belt, and made hurried preparations 
_to shield himself from the blizzard. He cut down some dead spruce for — 
Bare, and then made himself a shelter of mountain bushes. oe 
ao During a slight pause in his labour, his ear, keenly attuned to the voices 
of the wilderness, caught a strange sound. When he listened intently and > 
caught it a second time there was no mistaking what it was. It was the wail 
f a child. % 
Throwing down his axe and wrapping his blanket about his head and : 
body, he stumbled out in the darkness and hurried blindly in the direction — 
whence the wail had come. As he jogged along through the swirling snow, — 
ears alert to hold the wailing sound above that of the screeching wind, 
jne of his snow-shoes caught in something and he fell face forward into 
he snow. As he got up and reached down to pick up his blanket, his hand 
yuched the heavy object which had ay him. He kneeled down an 5 
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looked at it—and it was a woman—an Indian woman—a dead Indian 
woman. a i 

Still the wailing continued. He walked around and around trying to. : 
locate it. It seemed to come from the air, not from the ground. From point — 
to point he walked and stopped and listened. Finally he walked up to a — 
tree, and there, hanging high out of the reach of prowling animals, he 
found a living child in a moss bag—a baby a few months old. 

Snug in its native cradle, packed with dry moss and rabbit skins, it had 
suffered naught from the cold. 

He built a great fire and made a camp, and slept that night with the — 
strange foundling wrapped in his arms. 4 

In the morning he snared some rabbits, and slitting the throat of one ~ 
with his hunting knife, he pressed the warm blood into the mouth of the | 
hungry infant. 
_» With his axe and some saplings it did not take him long to knock © 
together a rough sleigh. And so he came'back to our camp in the valley, — 
dragging the unknown dead woman behind him; and underneath his. 
capote he carried the child in its moss bag. 

When the people of our camp came out to meet this strange company of 
two living and one dead, he handed the baby to his wife and said: 

‘Here is our child; we will no longer have need for a strange woman in 
our lodge.’ 

Eagle Plume’s wife cradled the child in her arms and warmed it to her 
bosom; and our old people said that the fires of maternity kindled in her at — 
the touch of the infant, and that milk for its sustenance flowed in those 
breasts that for so long had been dry. 

That night as we sat around the camp fire and Eagle Plume told his — 
story with all the graphic detail of an Indian recital, a big wolf cried its 
deep-throated howl from a high butte that overlooked our camp. 

‘Mokuyi!—lIt is he the wolf!’ cried Eagle Plume. Then raising his hand, ~ 
he declared: ‘I shall never kill another; they are my brothers!’ 
_ And on the instant he turned to the child and christened him, Mokuyi- — 
Oskon, Wolf Brother, and he was known by this name until he was 
eighteen. 

The child grew and flourished. He became a great chief; and his name is — 
to-day graven on a stone shaft which commemorates the termination of — 
inter-tribal Indian wars in the North-West. a 
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With the first touch of spring we broke camp and headed south wes ioe 
across the big bend of the upper Columbia, through the Yellow Head Pass 
and on up to the high plateau between the Rockies and the Cascade 
Mountains. It was on this lofty plateau that the world’s largest herd of 
wild horses had roamed during the last hundred and fifty years. Several 
hundred head of them are still there, where every summer efforts are being ~ 
“made to exterminate them by the Provincial Government of British 
Columbia. It was these horses that we were after, to replace the herd 
which the storm had driven away from our camp. 

_ We struck the herd in the season of the year when it was the weakest: 
early spring, right after they had got their first good feed of green grass 
and their speed had been slowed by dysentery. Since these wild creatures 
can run to death any horse raised in captivity, it is a doubly hard job to try 

_ to ensnare them on foot. But, like wolves, wild horses are very cuna 
animals; they will follow a person for miles out of mere curiosity. And, 
when chased, they will invariably turn back on their trails to see what it is 

all about; what their pursuers look like; what they are up to. 

othe big timber-wolves would do the same, when we were travelling in’ 

the North Country. They would trot along behind us all day. When we 
would stop, they would stop, and stand motionless and look at us with one — 
foot raised; and when we would start again, they would continue to follow 
us. If we made a noise at them they would jump back and hide behind the 
nearest bush. From then on, they would keep out of sight, but whenever _ 
we looked back we would see them peeping at us from behind the farthest — 
sh. 

They used to scare us children, but our fathers told us not to be scared; 
the wolves would not hurt us; they were just curious about us_atthonee 
ey said, if the wolves followed us all day they might try to snatch off our — 
dogs when we camped that night. So they told us boys who were travelling 
‘in the rear to keep trying to ‘shoo’ them away before we should make camp — ; 
r the night. Wolves like dog-meat better than any other, though male — 
Ives will never harm a female dog. 

But with the wild horses it was different. They always travelled shew ny 
, but they had a way of turning back on their own trails and coming 
‘on us from the side or the rear, to keep watch on us. It was this never-_ 
fied curiosity of the wild horse that enabled our braves to capture 
2m on foot. ; 
he method of our warriors was to locate a herd and then follow _ it 














We had been ailing fresh manure for ee ‘doy ‘before: 1 a 
located our first herd away up on the expansive Couteau Plateau of central. 4 
British Columbia. There they were: a herd of about five hundred animals — 
grazing away over there on the side of a craggy little mountain on top of © 
the plateau. Their quick, alert movements, more like those of a deer than — 
those of a horse, showed they were high-strung beings that would dash off 
into space like a flock of wild birds on the slightest cause for excitement. | 
There was one big, steel-dust stallion who grazed away from the rest and 
made frequent trips along the edge of the herd. It was obvious to our 
braves that this iron-coloured fellow with the silver manes was the stallion — 
who ruled the herd, and our warriors directed all of their attention to him, 
knowing that the movements of the entire herd depended on what he did. 

When we had approached to within about five hundred yards of the — 
herd, our braves began to make little noises, so that the horses could see © 
us in the distance and would not be taken by surprise and frightened into a 
stampede at seeing us suddenly at closer range. - 

‘Hoh! Hoh!’ our braves grunted softly. The steel-dust stallion uttered a | 
, low whinny, and all the herd raised their heads high into the air and, | 
standing perfectly still as though charmed, looked intently over at us with © 
their big, nervous nostrils wide open. They stood that way for moments, © 
without moving a muscle, looking hard at us. Then, as we came too near, 
the burly stallion tried to put fear into us by dashing straight at us with a | 
deep, rasping roar. q 

Others followed him, and on they came like a yelling war party, their | 
heads swinging wildly, their racing legs wide apart, and their long tails | 
lashing the ground like faggots of steel wire. But before they reached us 
the speeding animals stiffened their legs and came to a sudden halt ina | 
cloud of dust. While they were close they took one more good look at us, | 
and then they turned and scampered away with the rest of the herd, which 
had already begun to retreat over the brow of the mountain. q 

But the big steel-dust stood his ground alone for a moment and openly 7 
defied us. He dug his front feet into the dirt far out in front of him, © 
wagged his head furiously, and then stopped long enough to look and see 
what effect his mad antics were having upon us. Around and around he © 
jumped gracefully into the air, swapping ends like a dog chasing its tail. 
Then again he raised his head as high as his superb stature would carry © 
him, and with his long silver tail lying over his back, he blazed fire at us | 
through the whites of his turbulent flint-coloured eyes. Having displayed © 
to us his courage, his defiance and his remarkable leadership, he now ~ 
turned and pranced off, with heels flying so high and so lightly that one © 
could almost imagine he was treading air. 

Our braves laughed and said: 4 

‘Ah, ponokamita, vain elk-dog, you are a brave warrior. But trot along 
and have patience. We shall yet ride you against the Crows, and we will 
make them like your courage, too.’ . 

For five days we chased this huge herd of horses, travelling along” 
leisurely behind them, knowing that they would watch us like won oe ; 
long as we were in their vicinity. 4 
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By the fifth day ey had bec s so used’ tei us s that ee eee moved eee 
along slowly when we approached them, nibbling the grass as they walked. — 
All during this time our braves had been taming them by their subtle 
method. At first they just grunted at them. But now they weredancing and 
shouting at them. This was to let the horses know that although man could 
make a lot of noise and act fiercely, he would not harm them; that no 
injury could come to them through closer contact with man. 2 
Nothing scares a horse quicker than a quiet thing that moves towards 
‘him and makes no noise. He will jump and break his neck at the noiseless 
movement of a rodent in the grass or a falling twig, while a roaring buffalo 
or a steaming train will pass him unnoticed. That is because he has the _ 
same kind of courage that man has: real courage; the courage to face any 
‘odds that he can see and hear and cope with, but a superstitious fear of 
anything ghost-like. The mountain-lion and most other animals of prey 
have courage of a different kind. A slight, unexplained noise will bring 
them to a low, crouching, waiting position, while a loud noise will send 
them scurrying for cover. They have more discretion and less valour than 
man or the horse. 

On the tenth night of our chase our warriors made their final pre- 
parations to capture the herd. They had manoeuvred the horses into the 
vicinity of a huge half-natural, half-artificial corral which they had built of 
logs against the two sides of a rock-bound gulch. From the entrance of this 
corral they had built two long fences, forming a runway, which gradually 
widened as it left the gate of the corral. This funnel-shaped entrance | 
fanned out into the plateau for more than a half-mile, and it was covered 
with evergreens to disguise its artificiality. It was a replica of the old 
buffalo corral which we used to. build to round up the buffaloes when they 
were plentiful on the plains. 

_ The mouth at the outer end of this runway was about one hundred yards 
Meidle. From this point on, the runway was further extended and opened up 
by placing big tree-tops, stones and logs along the ground for~several 
hundred yards. This was to direct the herd slowly into the mouth of the 
fenced part of the runway, where, once wedged inside, they could neither 
get out nor turn around and retrace their steps. They would be trapped; is 
and the only thing left for them to do would be to keep on going towards 
the corral gate. a 
_ Subdued excitement reigned in our hidden camp on this tenth night of 
our chase; for it was the big night, the night that we were going to ‘blow in’ 
the great, stubborn herd of wild horses. No one went to bed that night. 
Shortly before nightfall more than half of our braves, comprising all of our 
fastest-travelling scouts and young men, quietly slipped out of ourcamp 
and disappeared. According to prearranged directions, they fanned out to — 
e tight and left in a northerly route and crept noiselessly towards the - 
ace where the herd had disappeared that afternoon. All during the early — 
night we heard wolves calling to one another; Arctic owls, night-hawks _ 
and panthers crying out mournfully in the mystic darkness of the rugged 
plateau. They were the signals of our men, informing one another of they j 
iovements. 
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Then, about thianiens wentuee bacave deathly quiee We ed ti at 
they had located the herd and surrounded it, and that they were now lying : 
on their bellies, awaiting the first streaks of dawn and the signal to start 
the drive. 
One of our sub-chiefs, Chief Mountain Elk, now went through our 
camp, quietly giving instructions for all hands to line themselves along the — 
great runway to ‘beat in’ the herd. Every woman, old person, and child in © 
the camp was called up to take part in this particular phase of the drive. — 
_We children and the women crept over to the runway and sprawled our- | 
selves along the outside of the fence, while the men went beyond the © 
fenced part of the runway and concealed themselves behind the brush ones p 
logs—where it was a little more dangerous. ‘ 
Thus we crouched on the ground:and shivered quietly for an hour or 

- more before we heard a distant, ‘Ho-h! ... Ho-h!’ It was the muffled 
- driving cry of our warriors, the cry which for ten days they had been ut- © 
tering to the horses to let them know that no harm could come to them 
from this sound. Thus, the horses did not stampede, as they would have 
done had they not recognized this noise in the darkness. q 

We youngsters lay breathless in expectancy. We had all picked out our © 
favourite mounts in this beautiful herd of wild animals, and to us as we lay © 
there, it was like the white boy lying in bed waiting for Santa Claus. Our © 
fathers had all promised us that we could have the ponies that we had © 
picked, and we could hardly wait to get our hands on them. My favourite 
was a beautiful calico pony, a roan, white, and red pinto—three different 7 
colours all splashed on his shoulders and flanks like a crazy-quilt of © 
exquisite design. He had a red star on his forehead between his eyes, and I 
had already named him, Naytukskie-Kukatos, which in Blackfoot means 
One Star. 

Presently we heard the distant rumble of horses’ hoofs—a dull 7 
booming which shook the ground on which we lay. Then, ‘Yip-yip-yip, ~ 
he-heeh-h-h,’ came the night call of the wolf from many different 
directions. It was our braves signalling to one another to keep the herd on © 
the right path. From out of this medley of odd sounds we could hear the 
mares going, ‘Wheeeeeh-hagh-hagh-hagh'—<calling their little long- 
legged sons to their sides that they might not become lost in the darkness — 
and confusion. q 

Our boyish hearts began to beat fast when we heard the first loud ‘Yah! © 
Yah! Yah!’ We knew that the herd had now entered the brush portion of © 
the runway and that our warriors were jumping up from their hiding-place | 
and showing themselves with fierce noises, in order to stampede the ficae P 
and send them racing headlong into our trap. | 


Immediately there was a loud thunder of pattering hoofs. Horses crying || 
and yelling everywhere, like convulsive human beings in monster con- | 
fusion. Above this din of bellowing throats and hammering feet we heard ~ 
one loud, full, deep-chested roar which we all recognized, and it gave us © 
boys a slight thrill of fear. It sounded like a cross between the roar of a lion 
and the bellow of an infuriated bull. It was the massive steel-dust stallion, 
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furious. king of tt the herd. In our pasetnon we could see his long aie 








‘tail thrown over his back, his legs lashing wide apart, and stark murder _ : 
‘glistening from the whites of those terrible eyes. We wondered what he 


would do to us if he should call our bluff and crash through that fence into 
our midst. 


But, now, here he came, leading his raging herd, and we had no further 


time to contemplate danger. Our job was to do as the others had done all 


along the line: to lie still and wait until the leading stallion had passed us, — 


and then to jump to the top of the fence and yell and wave with all the 


ferocity that we could command. This was to keep the maddened herd — 
from crashing the fence or trying to turn around, and to hasten their speed _ 


into our trap. 
‘Therump, therump, therump.’ On came the storming herd. As we 


youngsters peeped through the brush-covered fence, we could see their | 


sleek backs bobbing up and down in the starlit darkness like great billows 
of raging water. The turbulent steel-dust stallion was leading them with 
front feet wide apart and his forehead sweeping the ground like a pendu- 
lum. His death-dealing heels were swinging alternatingly to the right and 
left with each savage leap of his mighty frame. 


_ Once he stopped and tried to breast the oncoming herd, but these erst- | 
while slaves of his whims struck and knocked him forward with terrific — 


force. He rose from his knees, and like something that had gone insane, he 


‘shot his nostrils into the air and uttered a fearful bellow of defiance at any- | 


and everything. He seemed to curse the very stars themselves. Never before 
had he tasted defeat, utter helplessness. The loyal herd that had watched 
his very ears for their commands was now running wildly over him. 

_ I believe that, if at that moment there had been a solid iron wall in front 
of that stallion, he would have dashed his brains out against it. I 
remember looking backwards into the darkness for a convenient place to 
hop, ifhe should suddenly choose to rush headlong into the noise that was 


driving him wild with helpless rage. But, even as I looked back, I heard a 


whistling noise, and my eyes were jerked back to the runway just in time to 
see the steel-dust king stretching himself past us like a huge greyhound. 
With each incredible leap he panted a breath that shrieked like a whistle. 


No one will ever know what was in his brain; why he had so suddenly 


broken himself away from his herd. But on he went, leaving the other 
horses behind like a deer leaving a bunch of coyotes. A few seconds later 
the rest of the herd came booming past us. As we went over the fence, 


‘shouting and gesticulating, we looked into a blinding fog of sweat and © q 


breath, which fairly stung our nostrils with its pungency. 


_ I thought that herd would never stop passing us. I had never seen so — ‘ 
many horses before, it seemed. We stuck to our posts until it was nearly 
daylight, and still they came straggling along; now mostly colts limping ae 





and whining for their mothers. 











: Circling Ghost, High Hunting Eagle, Wild Man, and Wolf Ribs. 
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_ When we climbed down from the fence and went down to the corral Me i 
daylight, the first thing we saw was four of our warriors lying on pallets, — 
leeding and unconscious. They were four of the best horsemen in our — 








When our mothers asked hal was the matter, someone pointed: to oe 
corral, and said: ‘Ponokomita—akai-mahkahpay!' (‘That very bad - 
horse!’) 

We looked and saw a dozen men trying to put leather on that wild seca 
dust stallion, who, with his heavy moon-coloured mane bristling 
belligerently over his bluish head and shoulders, looked now more like a — 
lion than a horse. He was splotched here and there with his own blood, 
and his teeth were bared like a wolf's. Four men had tried to get down into 
the corral and throw rawhide around his neck. While the other wild horses ~ 
had scurried away to the nethermost corners of the corral, this ferocious — 
beast of a horse had plunged headlong into them and all but killed them 
before they could be dragged away. 

He had proved to be one of the rarest specimens of horse known to man 
—a killer—a creature that kicked and bit and tore and crushed his 
victims until they were dead. One might live a hundred years among 
horses without ever seeing one of these hideous freaks of the horse world, 
so seldom are they produced. He had already killed two of his own herd, 
young stallions, right there in our corral. Little did we wonder, now, that — 
he was the leader of that mighty band of wild horses. 

Our braves were taking no more chances with him. They were high up © 
on top of the seven-foot corral fence, throwing their rawhide lariats in vain | 
attempts to neck the murderous monstrosity. But this devil disguised as a | 
horse had the reasoning of a human being. He would stand and watch the © 
rawhide come twirling through the air, and then just as it was about to 
skirl over his head he would duck his shaggy neck and remain standing on — 
the spot with his front feet spread apart, in devilish defiance of man and © 
matter. None of our oldest men had ever seen anything like him. ; 

It was finally decided to corner him with firebrands and throw a parti- 
tion between him and the rest of the herd, so that our braves could get — 
busy cutting out the best of the other animals, before turning the rest 
loose. This was done, and by nightfall we had captured and hobbled two — 
hundred of the best bottoms anywhere in the North-West. 

The next day our braves began the arduous task of breaking the wild — 
horses to the halter. They used the Indian method, which is very simple — 
and methodical. While four men held on to a stout rawhide rope which ; 
was noosed around the animal’s neck, another man would approach the 
horse’s head gradually, talking horse’ to him and making many queer 
motions and sounds as he went nearer. : 

‘Horse talk’ is a low grunt which seems to charm a horse and making - 
him stand perfectly still for a moment or so at a time. It sounds like — 
‘Hoh—Hoh’, uttered deep down in one’s chest. The horse will stop his — 
rough antics and strain motionless on the rope for a few seconds ; while he 
is doing this and looking straight at the approaching figure, the man will 
wave a blanket at him and hiss at him—‘Shuh! Shuh!’ It takes about | 
fifteen minutes of this to make the horse realize that the man is harmless ; ‘| 
that no motion which he makes, no sound that he utters, will harra him in 
any way. a : 

It is a strange fact that a wild horse, of either the ranch or the open < 
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ranges, will not react to quiet kindliness at first. He must first be treated 
-gruffly—but not*harshly—and then when he is on touching acquain-. 
tance with the man, kindness is the quickest way to win his affections. 
When the man has reached the head of the horse his hardest job is to 
_ give him the first touch of man’s hand, of which the horse seems to have a 
_ deathly fear. He manoeuvres for several minutes before he gets a finger on 
_ the struggling nose, and rubs it and allows the horse to get his smell or 

' scent. When this has been done, the brave loops a long, narrow string of 
_ rawhide around the horse’s nose and then carries it up behind his ears and 
_ brings it down on the other side and slips it under the other side of the 
- nose loop, making something like a loose knotted halter, which will | 
) tighten up on the slightest pull from the horse. 

! This string is no stronger than a shoe-lace, yet, once the warrior has put 
it on the horse’s head, he tells the other men to let go the strong rawhide 
_ thong, and from then on he alone handles the horse with the small piece of 
' string held lightly in one hand. The secret of this is that whenever the 
_ horse makes a sudden pull on the string it grips certain nerves around the 
” nose and back of the ears, and this either stuns him or hurts him so badly - 
_ that he doesn’t try to pull again. 

' With the horse held thus, the warrior now stands in front of him and 
_ strokes the front of his face and hisses at him at close range. It is the same 
- noise that a person makes to drive away chickens—‘shuh, shuh’—and 
perhaps the last sound an untrained person would venture to use in 
taming a wild, ferocious horse, yet it is the quickest way of gaining a 
horse’s confidence and teaching him not to be afraid. 

When the warrior has run his fingers over every inch of the horse’s head - 
and neck, he now starts to approach his shoulders and flanks with his 
fingers. The horse will start to jump about again at this, but a couple of 
| sharp jerks on the string stop him, and as he stands trembling with fear, 
_ the warrior slowly runs his hand over his left side. When this is finished he 
” stands back and takes a blanket and strikes all of the portions of his body 
that he has touched, and shouts, ‘Shuh!’ with each stiff stroke of the 
blanket. 

_ When he has repeated these two operations on the other side of the 
: horse, he now starts to do his legs. Each leg, beginning with his left front 
‘ 





















leg, must be gone over by his hand, with not an inch of its surface escaping 
» his touch. This is the most ticklish part of the work; for his feet are the 
” horse’s deadly weapons. But two more jerks on the string quiet the horse’s 
4 resentment, and within another fifteen minutes every square inch of the 
horse’s body has been touched and rubbed, even down to his tail and the 
ticklish portions of his belly and between his legs. 

Now, the job of breaking the horse is all but finished. There is just one 
other thing to do, and that is to accustom the horse to a man hopping on 
is back and riding him. This is done very simply, and within about five 
inutes. 

The warrior takes the blanket and strikes the horse’s back a number of 
ws. Then he lays the blanket on his back very gently. The horse will at 
tst start to buck it off, but another jerk on the string, and he is 
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' hands on his back and presses down lightly. He keeps pressing a little 







































eee The ¥ warrior picks ¢ the Blanket up and lays or 
again. The horse will jump out from under it perhaps twice t 
stand still. When he has been brought to this point, the man throws thi 
blanket down and walks slowly to the side of the horse and places both 


harder and harder, until finally he places his elbows across his back and 
_ draws his body an inch off the ground, putting his full weight on the back 
of the animal. A horse might jump a little at the first experience of this 
weight, but he will stand still the next time it is tried. . 
_ After the warrior has hung on his back by his elbows for several periods 
of about thirty seconds each, he will now very gradually pull himself up, 
up, up, until he is ready to throw his right foot over to the other side. It is a 
strange fact that few horses broken in this manner ever try to buck. He will 
stand perfectly still, and the man will sit there and stroke him for a 
moment and then gently urge him to go; and the horse will awkwardly trot 
off in a mild, aimless amble, first this way and that — so bewildered and — 
uncertain in his gait that one would think it was the first time he had ever 
tried to walk on his own feet. 

The reason a horse can be broken in the above manner is that the 
animal is a very intelligent being with rationality. A chicken has no 
reason; therefore it goes through its life running away from ‘shuhs’ that 
never harm it. This keeps it from getting many extra crumbs that it cou 
eat at its leisure if it only had the reason to learn from experience as t 


horse does. 
Four months later we were again back on our beloved plains in upper 


Montana. Our horses were the envy of every tribe who saw us that sum- 
mer. They all wanted to know where we got them. Our chief told the story 
of this wild-horse hunt so many times that it has since become legend 
among the Indians of these prairies. 

But at the end of the story our venerable leader would always look 
downcast, and in sadly measured words he would tell of the steel-du 

stallion, with the flowing moon-coloured mane and tail, which he had 

picked out for himself. He would spend many minutes describing thi: 
superb horse, yet he would never finish the story, unless someone shou! 
ask him what became of the spectacular animal. 

Then he would slowly tell how our band had worked all day trying 
rope this beast, and how that night they had decided to leave him in t 
little fenced-off part of the corral, thinking that two or three days’ conta 
with them might take some of the evil out of him. But the next morning 
when they visited the corral he had vanished. The horse had literal 
climbed over more than seven feet of corral fence, which separated him 

from the main corral, and there, with room for a running start, he had 
attacked the heavy log fence and rammed his body clear through 
Nothing was left to tell the tale but a few patches of blood and hair and 
wrecked fence. 

That should have ended the story of the steel-dust beast, but it did 1c 
— Onour way out of the camp on the wild-horse plateau we had come:acro 

the bodies of seven wild stallions and a mare, which this fiend o 
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ateau had mutilated in his wake. He had turned killer through and 
rough, even unto the destruction of his own kind. Our old people said 
at he had been crazed by the fact that he had lost control of his herd in 
hat terrible dash down the runway. This blow to his prowess and pride of | 
leadership had been too much for him; it had turned him,into a 
destructive demon, a roaming maniac of the wilds. 

This horse became famous throughout the North-West as a lone 

traveller of the night. He went down on to the plains of Montana and 

Alberta, and in the darkest hours of the night he would turn up at the 

most unexpected points in the wilderness of the prairies. Never a sound 

from him; he had lost his mighty bellow. He haunted the plains by night, 

and was never seen by day. His sinister purpose in life was to destroy every 

rse he came across. 

This silent, lone traveller of the night was often seen silhouetted against 

the moon on a butte, with his head erect, his tail thrown over his back like 

a statue, his long moon-coloured mane and tail flowing like silver beneath 

the light of the stars. Owing to his peculiar nocturnal habits and to the 

fact that his remarkable tail and mane gave off in the moonlight some- 

thing like a phosphorescent glow, he became known throughout the 

North-West as the Shunkatonka-Wakan—the Ghost Horse. The steel- 
blue colour of his body melted so completely into the inky blueness of the 

ght, that his tail and mane stood out in the moonlight like shimmering 

reads of lighted silver, giving him a halo which had a truly ghostly 
pect. 
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When. we got back down on the Milk River that fall, near the northe: 
border of Montana and the North-West Territories, some white men cam 
_ into our camp and wanted to treat with us; to buy our land for dollar bil 
and put us on reservations with other Indians. They came over to our 
camp and told us that all of the tribes to the south and east of us had 
signed treaties with the governments of the United States and Canada, 
and were living on reservations and getting along well. And they advised 
us to give up our roaming existence and settle down in our place. Th 
spread their one-dollar bills on the ground, and said: 

‘This is the white man’s ‘‘buffalo robe’”—money.’ (The Indians had 
used buffalo robes for their money.) ‘The Sioux Indians’, they said, ‘call 
this money maza-ska-—white metal—because they know that they can 
exchange it for metal money that will buy anything the white man has. It is 
of much value, and you must use it from now on. i 

Our chief picked up one of the dollar bills, and there was a picture on 
of a man with a bald head. Our chief looked at the other members of 0 
tribe and said: ‘We will call this Stikikikinasi—Bald Head.’ And from 
that day on the dollar bill has been known among the Blackfeet as ‘Bald 
Head. : 

When the white chief had laid all of his money down on the ground an 
shown how much he would give all of us for signing a treaty with him, our 
chief took a handful of clay and made a ball of it and put it on the fire and 
’ cooked it. And it did not crack. Then he said to the white chief: 

‘Now, give me some of your money; we will put the money on the fire 
and. the clay alongside of it, and whichever burns the quickest is oe 
cheapest.’ 

The white chief said: 

‘My money will burn the quickest, because it is made of paper; so w 
can’t do that.’ 

- Our chief then reached down into his belt pocket and took out a li 
buckshin bag of sand, and he handed it to the white chief, and said: . 
‘Give me your money. I will count the money, while you count the gr 

of sand. Whichever can be counted the quickest will be the cheapest.’ — 
The white chief took the sand and poured it out into the aa: of his’ 
hand, and as he looked at it, he said: ; 

‘I would not live long enough to count this, but you can count ther m 
quickly.’ 

‘Then’, our chief said, ‘our land is more valuable than your mon 
will last for ever. It will not even perish by the flames of fire. As long as 
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_ cannot sell this land. It was put here for us by the Great Spirit, and we | 

_ cannot sell it because it does not belong to us. You can count your money 
and burn it within the nod of a buffalo’s head, but only the Great Spirit 
can count the grains of sand and the blades of grass on these plains. As a 

_ present to you, we will give you anything we have that you can take with 
you; but the land, never. 

The white chief then said: 

‘I was sent here by the Great White Mother who rules over all the 
country from Kewatin—North Wind—across the Kisisaskatchewan— 
Swift Currrent, a river of the North—on the Western Sea. She invites 
you to join your brethren of the North in treaty with us, and to come and 
live under our flag in peace. You will never get along with the Blue 

_ Coats—Americans. If they are not looking after you well, look up into our 
country. Whenever you look north-west and see the Red Sun, that will be 
my sun, my “‘Red Coats’”—North-West Mounted Police. Whenever you 
come inside, then you will live with us and your brothers, the Northern 
Siksikau.’ 

That ended our first treaty parley. 

Rich with skins and furs from our winter’s hunting in the Northern 
Rockies, our chief decided late that summer that we should journey on 

down to Fort Benton in Montana, and trade in our catch for the white 
man’s wares: steel arrow-heads to replace our flint heads; coloured beads ~ 
to replace our coloured porcupine quills; more blankets to replace our 
diminishing supply of buffalo robes; powder and balls and guns; knives 
and tools to replace our bone implements, and sail canvas to replace our 

_heavy skin teepee coverings. 

North of Fort Benton we ran into a huge camp of friendly Crows and 
half-breed buffalo-hunters, camping in two large adjacent camps on the 
upper Missouri River. The half-breed hunters had come down from the 
land at Kewatin—North Wind—in the vicinity of what is now 

_ Manitoba, to trade their robes at Fort Benton. 

_ We were invited to pitch our camp among them and that night the 

_ Crows and the half-breeds held two big dances, to celebrate the meeting of 
all of these stranger Indians and the half-breeds. 

While they were dancing we boys noticed two white boys with long hair 

' dancing with the Indians. They acted like Indians and talked only Indian, 
_ yet they were white. We youngsters watched them, and we noticed that one 
_of them was with the Crows and the other with the half-breeds, and that 
_they were both watching one another. We boys were interested in this 
“unusual thing; for they were about the first white-skinned boys that we 
had ever had a good look at. We never took our eyes off them, and soon we 
discovered that they did not know one another; we could tell by the shy 
‘way in which they kept glancing at one another during the dance. 
After a while, when one of the long dances ended, we saw the white boy 
who was with the Crows walk over to the other white boy and say 
omething to him, and the boy answered him in the sign language, which 
we could all understand. By this time we had interested our mothers in 
these two boys, and they, too, watched them. 
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aahite boy of the Crows: 


_ awhite boy like myself?’ asked the Crow white boy. 


o treated well?’ 





an He. sign syeotied the one with the half-breed ur i" 





























‘I do not understand your language; I speak Cree: 
‘Who are you then; why are you with the Cree half-breeds? ae you 


‘Yes,’ replied the other, ‘I am white, but I do not know who my parent 
are. I have never seen them. I was captured by the Sioux in the Minnesota 
Massacre when I was a baby, but when I grew up and found out that I was 

different from the Indians, I ran away. I may have been about ten o 
eleven when I did this; anyway , I was so small that I could hide in badge 
holes in the daytime. That is how I got away. I ran off one dark night. 
knew the Sioux would come after me when they found out I was gone; so at 
walked all night and hid by day in badger holes on the prairie. I did that 
for five nights before I ran into some half-breed buffalo hunters; and I 
have been with them ever since. I am seventeen now. How old are you? 
Who are you?’ 

This white boy who had been talking was a tall, slim lad. The boy with 

the Crows was a chunky, heavy-set lad who was always smiling. 

The Crow white boy said: 
_ “Thave a name that is in the white man’s language, and I cannot say it in 

the sign language. I am sixteen. I come from across the big water 
(England). But I have been with the Crows ever since I was eight. I came 
_ over to this country with my mother and aunt, who were going to join my 

uncle, who was rich, in the Gold Country to the west (California). We 
travelled from the east in wagons. When we got to Fort Benton my mother 
- caught the black curse, smallpox, and died; and the next day my aunt 
“died, too. I was left with no one to look after me; and so the Crows 
_adopted me and raised me. They have been good to me. Have you been 


‘Yes, I have been treated all right’, said the quiet-mannered fellow of 
the half-breed band. ‘I do not remember much of my life with the Sioux. I 
remember that I had a lot of brothers. I mean, the Sioux woman who he 
me had a lot of boy children, and we used to play and have a good time. 
But we all had to work hard.’ = 

By this time half of the Indians were standing around the two white boys 
‘looking-in’ on their convetsation. And the tall lad was shy; but he we 
on: 

‘There was a white girl, older than I, maybe aloes sixteen, in anoles 
band of the Sioux who had gone up into Kewatin from the massacre. 
used to see her once in a while, when we were camping close together, al 
I used to try to get a chance to talk to her and find out who we were, 
they watched her too: close. 

‘One day I saw her go down to a water-hole that both of our bands’ 
using, and I slipped away from our camp and went down, too. I asked he 
who she was. She said she did not know. She was captured in 
massacre, too. She said that she was being raised in the chief's famil 

they watched her all the time; tor the chiet was going to marry her 
she was old enough. She had red hair and was prstty good- loohine 


had another chance to talk to her. Ido not know what became of her. That 





F is all I know about myself. They say that my parents were killed in the 
~ massacre, and one of the Indian women snatched me up out of the mud 
_ and saved me. But I wish I knew who my relatives are.’ 
__ Years later I visited the Minnesota Massacre Sioux, now living in refuge 
_ in western Canada on two reservations: the Standing Buffalo band at Fort 
Qu’appelle, Saskatchewan; and the Akisa band at Oak Lake, Manitoba. I 
remembered this incident on the upper Missouri, and I asked them what 
they knew about the white child they had brought up from the massacre 
when they fled into this country for refuge from the American troops. I 
found that the woman who adopted and raised the child was Mrs. Akisa, 
; wife of the chief. 
__ Mrs. Akisa said that there was so much blood in the streets of Redwood, 
' Minnesota, that day, that the earthen road-bed had turned to red mud. In 
_ this mud she had seen a little white baby lying kicking and crying, as the 
~ battle proceeded and the Indians and white citizens were trampling other 
| youngsters under their feet in the excitement. To save this little fellow, 
_ whose upturned face had appealed to her, she had reached down and 
snatched it up and wrapped it in a buffalo robe. 

On their flight into the North-West Territories, as western Canada was 
then known, they, the Sioux, were attacked by the Mandan Indians, and a 
running battle lasting several hours brought down many victims on both 
_ sides. Holy Flying, another of the Massacre Sioux, told me that all during 
_ this running fight Mrs. Akisa had held the little white baby behind her 
_ own body, to protect it from the flying bullets and arrows. 

Mrs. Akisa had kept the baby and raised him as one of her own children 
“until he was a sizable boy; then one night he had disappeared. She had 
heard that he was still living, now a middle-aged man, somewhere in 








yt 
ie 


Zi 


ea 


oe E> CaP he 








Manitoba. She loved this child as one of her own, and she had spent many 
of her aged hours brooding over its loss. 

~ Iwent down to Winnipeg and put an article in the Winnipeg Tribune, 
‘under date of 24th February 1923, asking this Sioux white boy to get in 
touch with me through the Tribune. Five months later, on 13th June 
1923, a gaunt, raw-boned man of the plains went into the Tribune office at 
Winnipeg, and told the managing editor, Vernon K. Knowles, that he 
could not read or write, but a woman on the plains had just told him that 
somebody had asked for him in that paper a few months before.’ 

' He said: 

‘Tt was the Sioux Indians who brought me up, from the massacre when I 
was a baby. Where are these Indians now? I would like to find out who my 
olks are.’ 

Recognizing who he was, Mr. Knowles wired me, and I returned to 
nnipeg and told Ross Tanner—that is his name—all about himself, 
and of the big meeting when he was a young man down on the Missouri. 
Ve spent all that day together. We powwowed about the old days, and he 















es ; and he now had twenty-one half-breed children, His home was, and 
lis, at Amaranth, Manitoba, a short distance from Winnipeg. 
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told me that he had raised two families since that day, both by Indian — " 








oh But ‘the meee ores sequence of me Cee meeting foll 
; article about Mr. Tanner which the managing editor placed on thi 
the: Tribune that day. 
_ The same afternoon, another white man who looked and acted ik ‘ 
_ Indian came into the Tribune office and asked where he could find R SS 
- Tanner, explaining that the last time he had seen him was in an Indi 
- camp down on the Missouri when they were boys. And this man was Jo 
_ Philips, now living on Pacific Avenue, in Winnipeg—the white boy w 
had been, adopted and raised by the Crows! aa 
' The managing editor, Mr. Knowles, phoned me and Ross Tanner fo, 
come to his office, and then he put us in his car and drove us out to the © 
_ address which Mr. Philips had left. , - 
__. When the three of us walked into John Philips’s modest home, we found 
_ him sitting there with his Cree Indian wife and seven half-breed children. 
The two men recognized one another immediately, though now on ane 4 
~ threshold of old age, and their greeting was rather touching. 
They just grabbed hold of each other’s shoulders with both hands, and 
_ stood looking at one another with a broad grin on their faces and tears in — 
_ their eyes. They did not speak for a minute; then both of them said: — 
“Well, well, well!’ And we all sat down and powwowed over the old days for — 
the rest of the afternoon. Mr. Knowles, the managing editor of the — 
_ Tribune, thought that the occasion was so unusual and interesting that he i 
- would remain with us and not return to his office that afternoon. he 
As far as Tanner and Philips and I were concerned, this was only the 
beginning of many interesting and prolonged chats which we enone 
during the next couple of weeks. 
Ross Tanner got in touch with the Sioux and learned that a half- bee 
- interpreter who had come up with them from the massacre, and who had 
formerly known the white settlers at Redwood, Minnesota, by name, had ~ 
later joined the half-breed buffalo-hunters; and it must have been this 
_ interpreter who gave him the name of Ross Tanner. They, themselves, did 
not know his name, but they thought that this half-breed might have 
known who his parents were. 
As if the chain of coincidence had not already run itself out, that sa 
year, 1923, the editor of the Mentor asked me to write an article for his 
_ magazine on the Indians of the Far North-West. I wrote this article and in 
it I casually mentioned Ross Tanner’s mysterious identity; how he h 
been brought up from the massacre and how he was now a man who hi 
“never known who he was. It came out in the March number of the Mentor, 
_ 1923. And five months later I received a letter from Mr. Louis C. Tann 
member of the Liberty County School Board, Liberty, Texas, informin 
_-me that Ross Tanner was the son of his uncle, who, badly torn and 
- mangled, had escaped from the massacre, and was then living at Det t 
ew 
_ And that ended the strangest chain of coincidences I have experience 
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The OPeane of “thie Medicine ‘Man: 


When we boys began to be old enough to fend for ourselves in the open, we - 
_ wanted to become toughened like our braves; and so early in our youth we 
_ would start to run away from our homes and stay away for days at a time. 
‘We would steal away an extra gun or arrow set, owned by our father or one 
_ of our uncles, and, taking a small hunting teepee along with us, would 
_ leave our camp in the darkness of night, to seek adventure on our own. We 
_ even aspired to meet some of the enemy Crows sometime.and give them a 
battle—but the Great Spirit only knows what would have happened to us 
_ if we ever had come across any of the Crows. Fortunately we did not. 
_ But we did come across some Crow boys one day, and I shall not soon 
_ forget it. Five of us youngsters had left our camp and gone over to a coulée 
with underbrush growing in it, and pitched our little camp. We never went 
so far away that we could not always see the smoke from our main camp, 
but on the prairies this meant that we could go as far out as ten or twelve 
miles, and still see the smoke and pe from our camp by both day and 
- night. 
On this particular trip we were eoalcute some prairie chickens one day, 
when we heard boys talking a strange language across a small creek that 
ran by the mouth of our coulée. We all grabbed our weapons—real guns — 
_ and arrows—and sneaked down to the spot where this little stream could 
be forded easily, knowing that the stranger Indians were going to cross 
_ here. We could see them through the brush, coming along the creek on the 
other side, making for this fording point. 
- We all lay down and concealed ourselves carefully at the place where the 
_ boys would come up after they had crossed. They were talking away in 
_ Crow and picking saskatoon-berries, putting them into the large skin pails 
which they carried. 
- One, two, three. four—four Crow boys, one by one came up out of the 
water right over where we were lying, and when the last had made his 
_ appearance, we all jumped up with our tribal war-cry and jabbed our 
_ Weapons into their faces, with a sharp command: : 
“Stop, Sparrowhawks! We are Blackfeet, and we are going to kill you!’ 
it was a bad trick to play on boys like ourselves; but I shall not forget 
4s fihat happened. The Crow boys uttered a frightened exclamation and 
' threw their hands up into the air with such force that it fairly rained 
_ berries for the fraction of a second. The berries stung us in the face and 
head so sharply that we thought that we were meeting a charge of 
buckshot; and we, too, became momentarily frightened. 
iss When it was all over we stood and looked at one another for a moment, | 












¢ emed to strike us the same instant. The Crows were laughing at us, and 
were laughing at them. We all had such a good laugh that we decided 
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to forget the spuity of our fathers and play weetier fora while. Tage, kegs 

We invited the Crow boys to run away from home, too, and to stay ‘with 
us till next day. They did. And we had a great time sitting around our — 
small camp-fire that night, talking in the sign language and telling of our 
experiences. We never hated the Crows after that. : 

One of the greatest medicine-men the Blackfoot nation has produced — 
‘came to his “ medicine”’ on-one of these runaway trips which we boys | 
used to make. The name of this remarkable mystic is Mokuyi-Kinasi— ~ 
Wolf Head. Wolf Head is living to-day (1928) on the Blackfoot Indian ~ 
Reservation at Gleichen, Alberta. The story of how he ‘came to his © 
““medicine’’’ is the most remarkable that I have known among many | 
renowned medicine-men of the North-Western Plains. Wolf Head is now ~ 
83 years old, and he is still more powerful among the Northern Blackfeet ~ 
than their head chief. 

Head Chief Running Rabbit, of the Blackfeet, has said this to me: 
‘Wolf Head holds far more power among the Blackfeet than I do. But Ido © 
not mind it. I like it, because it was Wolf Head who made me what I am. qT q 
owe to him everything I have accomplished.’ 

That Wolf Head has a unique power that is unexplainable even to a © 
‘highly educated white man is admitted by the present Blackfoot Indian 7 
agent, George H. Gooderham, a graduate ot Toronto University, a white — 
man who was born among Indians and has no queer notions about what @ 
they can, or cannot, do. a 

The remarkable power of Wolf Head’s medicine is said to be due to the. © 
fact that it came from the elements themselves. He is said to have the © 
‘Power of Thunder’. However that may be, the story of how he came into ~ 
this uncanny medicine is known, and was witnessed, by every surviving ~ 
Blackfoot warrior. And here is how it happened: * 

When Wolf Head was seventeen, he, like all other Blackfoot boys, © 
decided one day to run away from his people and seek new adventure in © 
the wilderness of the north-western prairies. The tribe was at that time ~ 
camping on the Red Deer River in the North-West Territories—now © 
Alberta. He took three young companions with him, all of whom, like © 
himself, aspired to become great warriors on their own merit. They set out © 
in the middle of an August night, on foot and with nothing but their 
buffalo robes and their firearms. 4 

The next day was very hot. Shortly before noon, when the heat was coo - 
intense, a terrific thunderstorm burst upon them from the west without a — 
moment’s warning. The storm was accompanied by a driving wind of © 
hurricane velocity and a startling display of lightning. The four boys were ~ 
travelling across an open stretch of prairieland, but when the storm struck | 
them they broke and ran as fast as they could towards a clump of bush a~ 
few hundred yards away. When Wolf Head and one of his companions q 
made the bush, they threw themselves to a squatting posture, drew their i 


withstand the pressure of the wind. 
The last thing Wolf Head remembers was an amazing display of blue 
and red lightning which flashed through the air with blinding neato 
Nothing more. “ 
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‘Many hours later, just a as sthe sun was gaia own, he awoke from * Ha 
peculiar dream and tried to pull himself to his feet. mous 
- ‘I did not have my senses with me,’ he said. ‘I was just like a crazy man. 
_ Blood was running from my mouth and ears, I was in great pain when I 
got up, and I could not walk straight. I just ran around and around ina ~ 
circle. I wondered what had happened, and what was the matter with me. 
_ “While I was running around like this I saw one of our Blackfoot 
_ hunters coming my way. I yelled to him for help, but when he saw me he | 
_ turned and ran as fast as he could back toward our camp. That was Chief 
- Weasel Calf, there,’ said Wolf Head, pointing to this renowned Blackfoot 
__ as he was sitting by the Sun Dance fire while Wolf Head was relating this 
remarkable happening. 
Yes,’ said Chief Weasel Calf. ‘That was I. When I saw him I thought 
_ he was a ghost, and it scared me. I ran back to the camp and told the 
others about it. And when we returned Wolf Head was still running 
around and around in a circle. He had no clothes on, and his body was all 
cut up down the left side, and bleeding hard all over. He did not look like 
_ alive man. We thought he had been killed and it was his ghost. More than 
_ a thousand of us went out to him from the camp, and when we went up 
_ close to him and saw that he was not a ghost, we told him what had 
_ happened. We told him that he had been struck by lightning. Two of his 
runaway companions had come back to our camp and told us about the 
__ two who had been killed and whose bodies were lying out there, burned. 
__ That was why the hunter ran when he saw him. 
‘Some of our braves took him and carried him back to our camp, and 
__the rest of us started to look for the other boy. We found him lying dead 
- about four hundred yards away from where Wolf Head had been thrown; 
and we found his blanket two hundred yards east and his rifle two hun- 
_ dred yards west of where they were sitting when the lightning hit them. It 
must have been a hard piece of lightning.’ 
Then Wolf Head continued: 
“All I remember of this thing was that after we saw the lightning I went 
_ to sleep and dreamed that I was in a teepee. I was sitting with a woman, 
_ and she was the one who tried to kill me. She said she was the Woman _ 
‘Thunder. She sang several different songs and gave them to me for my | 
medicine songs. After a while the woman’s boy, Boy Thunder, came in; 
and he sang my war song, and gave it to me. The woman then told me not 
to be scared in war, because I was going to live to be an old man. And she 
said that I was going to do many things that would surprise my people. 
‘She said: “‘I am going to give you seven rifles ’’—meaning that he was 
oing to kill seven of the enemy on the war-path. ‘I had taken five of these 
fles when we signed peace with the Canadian Government, and I could _ 
not fight any more. ; 
‘When the sun was going down she gave me my sun song, and then I ; 
woke up. And I was just like a crazy man. 
‘After they took me back to the camp that night I was in great pain. I 
ent off into a dream. Boy Thunder came to me in that dream and said: 
m the fellow that strikes. I am going to make a great medicine-man of 
ou will do things that will astound your people. I shall come to yo 
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many times then you are asleep, and each time I come to. you I shall teach 
you something new. “% 

‘As the years passed Boy Thunder kept coming to me when I was 
asleep, and every time he came he would tell me how to do something that — 
I never knew about before. He taught me all about Indian medicine, and 
soon I became a great medicine-man. f 

‘After I had grown up and become a man, a white medicine-man came — 
among us to tell us about the white man’s Great Spirit. He was the first 
white man who had ever come among us, and he took our mg and 
made a writing for it.’ i 
(I, Chief Long Lance might explain that this first white man was — 
Archdeacon Tims, who, now very aged, is still living on the Sarcee Indian — 
Reservation at Calgary, Alberta, where he is the missionary to the Sarcee 
tribe.) 

“One night after this white medicine-man had come to us,’ continued © 
Wolf Head, ‘Boy Thunder came to me in my sleep, and spread a large | 
tanned buffalo skin on the ground. Then he picked it up and hung it on © 
the wall of the teepee, so that it was all stretched out with the legs hanging © 
down. On this side there were a lot of markings, which looked peculiar to 
me. Boy Thunder said to me, pointing to these queer drawings: ' | 

‘“Do you know what these are?” 

*“No,”’ I said. | 

‘“They are different languages,” he said. “Each line you see is a 
different language written out. Do you recognize any of them?” a 

*“No,”’ I said. 

‘“Look hard,”’ he told me. 

‘I looked for a long time, but I could see nothing that I knew. So I told 
- him no again. 

“Keep on looking hard,’’ said Boy Thunder. 
‘T looked hard and long, and then down on one of the legs of the buffalo 
skin I did see something that I could read. I pointed to it, and said: 

‘**T know what that is; I can understand that.” 

‘““What is it?”’ he asked. 

‘“Tt is the Blackfoot language put into writing,” I told him. | 

“He said : “That is right, and from now on you will be able to read this” 
language.” 

It is a strange fact that Wolf Head did get up the next morning and 
astound Archdeacon Tims and the entire tribe by writing in the Blackfoot 
syllabarium, which was invented by the Archdeacon and which he had not 
been able to teach any of the Indians yet, owing to their lack of education. — 
This venerable missionary of the Anglican Church marvels to-day over this 
weird occurrence. 

On another occasion Boy Thunder came to Wolf Head and told him > 
how to take and develop photographs with a little camera which a later 
missionary, Canon Stocken, now retired and living at Victoria, B.C., had 
brought on to the Reserve with him. The next day, much against Canon 
Stocken’s wishes, Wolf Head borrowed his camera, and that afternoon he i 
came back with a fully developed photograph of White-Headed ane 





sitting on his horse. There was no one.on those mifes upon miles of prairies 
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ae came. 
Wolf Head’s next hed occurred when he went to slece one 


md Queen Victoria, whose likenesses he had seen on two medals 


resent Indian Agent of the Blackfoot Reservation at Gleichen,: Alberta, 
r. George Gooderham, has these two busts sitting on the mantelpiece of 
he agency office. He has been offered considerable money for them by 
arious museums and the Canadian Government itself, but he has refused 


re declared by sculptors to be works of genius. 


ent to sleep one night, and Boy Thunder came to him and told him ‘how 
o be an engineer’. The next morning he journeyed over to the coal mines 
m the Blackfoot Indian Reservation, and after several days’ work, 
onstructed a complete operating coal-mining system. The agency and 
overnment authorities declare that it could not be improved on by the 
est modern mining engineers. Working alone in this remarkable mine, 
olf Head mined twelve dollars’ worth of coal every day until he got tired 
if it. 

_ After much persuasion on the part of the missionaries, Wolf Head a few 
years ago gave up his practices as the tribal medicine-man and accepted 
the religion of the white man. Since that date, he says, he has lost every 
ne of his powers as a medicine-man. 


h man when I changed my religion: I had many horses. Now I 
om me that day when I gave up my old religion.’ 
ease to do that. 


Wolf Head is still the possessor of a medicine teepee which would bring 
m a fortune in horses if he would sell it. But he will never part with that 


pees is blue and the other yellow; and both of them bear a huge 


owning to-day, But Wolf Head will never part with the yellow teepee. It 
is home—the only reminder of his days of marvellous glory as the 
eatest medicine-man in the North-West. i 


103 


*Boy Thunder never came to me again after that,’ he told me. “I was a 


ight and awoke the next morning with the powers of a sculptor. He set to : 
york that day and carved out of stone two life-sized busts of King Edward — 


resented to the head chief by a Hudson’s Bay Company official. The — 


0 part with them. They are both perfect likenesses of their Majesties, and 


_ Wolf Head’s last curious exploit was performed about ten years ago. He ~ 


z 


ve nothing. | am poor, and I have no medicine powers left—they all flew ; 


Though Wolf Head is as he says he is, the tribe nevertheless still l6oke. ; 
p to him as its greatest man. Knowing his past-as it does, it will never _ 


pee. It was given to him, together with one other medicine teepee, by 
y Thunder, who gave him his life’s medicine, the Thunder Bird— _ 
gle—and told him how to paint it on these two teepees. One of the — 


inting of the Thunder Bird. The South Blackfeet at Browning, Mon- 3 
a, after much beseeching, finally persuaded Wolf Head to sell them the © 
e medicine teepee for their band of the nation, and they have it at 






The Carnival of Peace 























It was two years since we had fought our last battle with the Crows. It was | 
late autumn, and we were camping one night on the fringe of the Cypress — 
Hills near the Montana-Alberta border when something strange hap- 
pened. 
We had been some hours in bed and it must have been near midnight, q 
_ when out of the inky blackness of a starless night, we heard a rustling — 
among our horses which stirred us to our elbows. No one spoke a word. In ~ 
this breathless silence I heard a ‘click’, and I knew that my father had ~ 
slipped his arm under his muzzle-loader, and had cocked it to fire. q 
Our horses, too, had remained silent for an instant after their first — 
startling jump, but now they broke again and we could hear them trying to © 
gallop with their hobbled feet. Now our dogs became aroused! One © 
hundred shaggy giants, who could not bark because they were half wolf, — 
_ sprang as one into a howling, yowling fury— rrrrrooo-eeeyow-wah-wah- 
wah-ooooweee!’ Above this savage medley we were startled by three ~ 
terrible screeches. It was the noise of a ghost! We knew it; for it was the | 
yell of—Roving Night Eagle! 
Roving Night Eagle—our warrior who had been killed by the Crows! ~ 
My father dashed out of the teepee door like a hurling black shadow. — 
‘Thump-thump-thump’—moccasined feet rushing—where, we did not 
know. We heard this, in Blackfoot—it came to us Beane out among the — 
horses: 
‘I am a Blackfoot. I am the enemy of no living person!’ q 
‘Hanh-h-h-h-h,’ groaned my mother. ‘It is the voice of Roving Night 3 
Eagle!’ She clapped her hand over her mouth and sat motionless. We — 
youngsters hugged to her side and shivered with fear. 
Then we heard voices, and strained our ears to catch what they were © 
saying. We must have sat that way five minutes before our father swept — 
back the teepee door and shouted: RY 
“All to the big lodge. It is Roving Night Eagle!’ 
We threw our blankets about us and rushed out behind our mother. 
When we got outside we could see the big lodge already lighted with a fire. ‘ 
Everyone was rushing toward it. a 
When we got inside, there was a whole crowd of expectant people like. 5 
ourselves, but we did not see Roving Night Eagle anywhere. While we were | 
looking around for him we heard a commotion at the door. We turned and — 
saw two big braves holding up a ghost. That is what we children thought it — 
was—a ghost. It was tall and pale and crippled. One knee was bent hard ~ 
and stiff, and when it walked slowly between our two braves it bobbed up ~ 
and down on this short bent leg. When it came nearer the fire it began to 
look a little like Roving Night Eagle. And when we asked our mothers if its 
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"were Phe or his spirit, they told us to ee giiee it was tonne Night Eagle. 
They sat him on a pile of buffalo robes close to the fire, for he was 
"shivering and twitching from exposure. . 

- Soon food came in, and we sat silently and watched him eat. A pipe was 
| lighted and handed to him after he had eaten. He sat a long while and 
smoked. Then he straightened his back and looked around at us for the 

first time, and said, ‘Hanh! '—which meant that he was going to talk. 

‘Brothers,’ he said, ‘it makes my heart glad to be back with my own 

people. Two years I have been among strangers who spoke not our 

‘language. 

‘You did not know that you had left me among the Jsahpos—Crows. 
You all remember the second fight we had with the Crows, the next day 

_after we crept into their camp and took their horses while they were 

sleeping. 

_ ‘It was my fault that I was hit by the Crows. When we ambuscaded 
them and they ran toward the river, some of us wanted to go after them, 
_ but our medicine-man White Dog would not allow us to. I wanted a Crow 
scalp of my own, for the scalp which they had taken from my brother, and 
so I slipped away from the rest when you were talking there, and went on 

after the Crows, down to the river. 

“When I came upon them they were throwing off their blankets and 
"jumping into the river, to swim across to the other side. I ran up to one 
- fellow and struck him with my battle-axe, and as I sat down on his chest to 

scalp him I saw six others coming toward me. When I jumped up they | 

fired on me. One of their bullets struck me in the knee and tore it off. I 

_ crawled into the bush and then slid my body down into the water, and held 

_to a branch with only my nose sticking out of the water. They looked for 

me a long time before they left. 

_ “When they had gone I crawled back into the bush, and kept crawling 
until daylight. 

_ ‘I was sitting in the middle of a field resting the next morning when I 

saw three Crows coming toward me out of the underbrush. They had come 

“back to search for me. I threw myself on my stomach and began firing at 

them. I shot two of them, and the other fellow ran back into the bush. 


(Roving Night Eagle was the best sharpshooter in the Blackfoot nation.) _ 


They had been firing at me, too, and when I looked at my right leg now, I 
found that it had been shot twice again. It was now broken in three places: 
here, here, and here,’ he said, baring his grotesquely scarred limb and 
_ pointing to his thigh, his knee, and his shin bone. 

‘I knew that I would be killed if I did not quickly get out of this country. 
So I took my gun and put the butt of it against my stomach, and I grasped 








ent along on one foot and the gun, and dragged my left leg along the 
round. It was limber in three places. ae 
‘I travelled five days this way without food. On the fifth day I killed a 

adger and a duck, and ate them. My moccasins had worn out and my > 
et were bare in the snow; so I made myself-a pair of moccasins from the 
| ae skin, and kept: going. i 
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the stock with both hands and used it for a stick (crutch). In this way I - 














‘Late afternoon of the next day, I heard someone yell, and I looked — 
about and saw two men coming toward me on horses. They were white 7 
men—American traders in Assinoboia—Saskatchewan. 2 

“These men took me to their shack at Wood Mountain. They kept me 
there two years, trying to cure my wounds. I learned their language. 

‘Eight days ago I heard one of them say that they were going to cut off 
my leg. That night I ran away barefoot and without moccasins in a big 
blizzard. | made up my mind that I would rather die in the blizzard than — 
lose my leg. | 

‘I knew that you, my own 2cople, would be somewhere down on our ‘ 
river here at this time of the year; so I came down to look for you. Some — 
Crees told me where you were, and I saw your camp early to-day, but I - 
could not reach it until now—I was too weak and lame. Our own dogs — 
nearly ate me before I got in to-night, but I am here—and I give thanks to 
the Great Spirit.’ 

Then drawing himself painfully to a half-standing position on his one 
good leg he raised his hand and said: 

ok pray that the Great Spirit will be as good to all of you as he has been | 
to me. 

Our chief arose and said: ; 

‘White Dog was never wrong in his life. He is dead now, Roving Night | 
Eagle; but he told us the spirits never spoke falsely to him. And if we had 
had sense enough to read his words, we would have known that you were 
alive all this time. His spirit sees you here to-night, and I know his heart 1 is | 
glad. Bring the drums!’ | 

The big medicine drum was brought into the lodge. It was the same big > 
drum that our renowned White Dog had so many times awed us with 
during his weird career as our medicine-man. We had guarded it above all 
things throughout our calamitous days in the Rockies, but never once had © 
it been removed from its covering of skin, put on there by the mystic hands | 
of White Dog himself. x 

“Boom, boom—boom-boom-—boom, boom.’ Everyone sat still as the 
thundering notes of this drum came to us for the first time since that 
fateful night over the buffalo head, when White Dog was making his last, 
bid to the Spirits to get the outcome of our impending battle with the 
Crows. No one sang—just' the drum. 

Presently, in a voice ever so low, White Dog’s widow chanted one verse” 
of his famous medicine song—the song he had sung the night-he died. 
Then we relapsed into silence again. 

A freezing wind howled fitfully through the flap of the lodge. Aronsedl 
and made uneasy by the sound of the tom-tom at this strange hour of the. 
night, some of our dogs shoved their noses high into the heavens and 
howled the plaintive call of the timber-wolf. Now and then a muffled grunt 
from some corner of the lodge—and then nothing but the drum, the 
whining winds, and the baying dogs. 2 

The first to break the long silence was our chief who had been sitting 
with a misty glint in his eye, gazing into space. With a sad smile on his” 
face, he said: se | 


106 












2g ‘White Dae is with us tonight Ican feel him here.’ And we all believed 
“him; for there was something in the air that said it. 
‘ ‘In the days succeeding Roving Night Eagle’s return to us, our medicine- 
_ man broke his leg in two places and set them in splints, and after a few 
» months had passed, he was entirely well, with only a stiff knee to remind 
_ him of his harrowing adventure. 
» Our chief was so elated over his return and the vindication of White 
- Dog’s ‘medicine’ that he called a council and said that he was going to 
' make peace with the Crows. He dispatched a runner to the Crow chief, 
: who was coming with his band more than one hundred miles away, with a 
present of Indian tobacco—kinikinik. The messenger was to present this 
tobacco to the chief of the Crows, and if he accepted it, was to invite him 
3 ‘to meet us half-way on the journey and ‘smoke the pipe with us’. 

Six days later the runner returned with a present of ‘Eastern Indian 
| tobacco’—tobacco like that used by the white man to-day—which the 
_ Crow chief had sent to our chief, with a word of peace. A week later we all 
_ met out on the plains, the Crows and the Blackfeet, and we gave peace to 
4 one another. 
| Inhis speech before the big gathering of Crows and Blackfeet, our chief 


















“We have been foolish people, the Crows and the Blackfeet. We have 





' fought all of our lives. We fought one another only because we had the 
_ same colour of skin and were the same people. That must never be again. 
As long as the sun shines, grass grows, and men walk on two feet, we must 
be friends, the Crows and the Blackfeet. If you were not a brave people 
‘like ourselves, I would want to go and fight and kill you all. But you are 
00 brave to kill. We want to honour you as we would our own brave 
atriors. Let us smoke!’ 

Our medicine-man ‘made’ the pipe—filled it and lighted it—and 

‘handed it to our chief. He smoked it for a moment and then started it on 
S course through the two tribes. When this was over we all sat down to a 
ig feast which our women had been preparing—and never again were the 
lackfeet the enemy of the Crows. 

We camped together for five days, during which we boys and the Crow 
oys contested our skill with one another in games and mimic battles. We 
ought over all of the battles that our fathers had waged against each 
ther, and it was the best time we had ever had. We youngsters were glad 
© be at peace with the Crows; for we had liked them ever since we met 
ome of their boys and played with them that day and night on the river- 

iank, months before. We exchanged many presents before we parted, and 

ome of us adopted ‘brothers’ among the Crow boys. foe 
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end. The Indians everywhere we went were uneasy. Our chiefs and 


well tell us to stop singing. We had a different kind of paint for eve: y 


_ word, yet we were all enjoying ourselves. It was just our custom—an d 


and keeps immaculately clean and neat. 
Our very God existed in the plains and forests that we hag ken 


peace treaty which the head chief of the Blackfoot nation, Niokskatos, bee di 
already made with the white man in Assiniboia? 


children in the schools of the missionaries, that they might learn to wo 


was our most highly prized physical possession. We spent more than ai 


his hair short and without paint, and I remember that whenever 
youngsters saw an Indian like this we used to laugh at him. The In 




















councillors began to hold frequent councils to decide what we should do 
about it. Should we make one last stand against this race that was coming _ 
in and taking our country away from us? Or should we subscribe to the - 


Government agents of the great white chief were already coming to ou 
chief and telling him that we must stop our roaming about and put ° 


with their hands and become as white men. 

Missionaries were everywhere, telling the Indian about the white man’ 
God and asking him to cut his hair off and wash the paint off his face a 
dress himself in the queer-looking clothes of the white man. Our long h 


hour every day dressing it carefully and braiding it over the smooth sur 
of some little pool of water, which we used as a looking-glass. 

And the white missionaries said that we must stop painting our faces, — 
too. An'Indian without paint! We could not imagine that. They might as. 





mood we found ourselves in. No Indian was ever without some sort 
paint on his face. When we got up in the morning we painted our faces tt 
way we felt. If we felt angry, peaceful, in love, religious, or whatever the — 
mood was, we painted our faces accordingly, so that all who should come 

in contact with us would know how we felt at a glance. It saved a lot 
useless talking. And when I was a youngster the Indians did’ not like 
talk very much. They used to like to go about quietly and think a lot. 
would sometimes sit in our teepees for hours at a time without saying 





made us feel good inside. 
We thought that the Indian looked funny in white man’s clothems 


never has looked well in white man’s clothes, because he does not take t 
pride in them that he does in his native dress, which he fusses wit 
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yhich v were now. ee be taken away from us reer. Our Indian religion 
taught us that the Great Spirit existed in all things: in the trees, the 
animals, the lakes, rivers, and mountains. And when we wanted to get 
lose to the Great Spirit and pray, we went out alone and got, close to the 
hings in which he lived. Now we were being told about a new God. Where 
e lived, no one knew; and it made us youngsters feel uneasy. Our old 
nightly called upon the Great Spirit to help us and to show us the 
ruth. . 
As we boys played about the camp, some old warrior whom we looked 
pon as a great hero of bygone days, would come up to us and place his 
_ arm around our shoulders and walk along with us, praying out aloud for 
ur future in this period of great uncertainty. 

Other old warriors would go about our camp, each with one hand over 
his mouth, talking and praying to themselves. 

| ‘Niokskatos, what are we coming to? Where are our warriors of bygone 
ays ? Where are our buffalo ? Niokskatos, are we no longer men ?’ 

During this turbulent period of uncertainty we boys used to go up on a 
ig butte every evening at sunset, and we would sit down up there, talking 
hings over. 

_ ‘Our parents have raised us to be warriors,’ we would say, ‘and now the 
white man wants to put those funny clothes on us and make us do the work 
_of women.’ 

_ All of our training had suddenly been upset. Our religion had taught us 
to give good for good and evil for evil. Now, the missionaries were telling 
“us to give good for good and good for evil. ‘What does that mean?’ we 
sked ourselves. If a man shot at us and missed us, were we to give him 
nother ball so that he could shoot at us again? We could not understand 
his. What were we to do about the settlers who were squatting on the 
ands that the Government was setting aside for us? Were we to invite 
hem to take more of our land? 

We could not figure this out. And sometimes, as the sun was setting and 
tarted to get cold on the butte, we would all huddle close together in the 
gathering darkness—and just sit and think. Though powerless little 
‘children, we, like all youngsters, felt a great responsibility in the things 
hat were going on about us. We felt that if our old people would let us 
ght we could soon clear up the situation. I suppose all boys are like that. 
We would go back to our camp and ask our fathers if there was going to 
a war. And they would say: 

“No, we are going to try to eat cows.’ Which meant that they were going 
try to eat the white man’s food and live peaceably. The mention of the | 
weet-smelling cow made us all sick. We had been used to the strong, 
oat-like smell of the buffalo, and we could not imagine eating meat which 
elt so sweet and sickly as the cows we had passed with our hands over 
“noses. 

hile we were still marking time like this, something happened north 
us which brought great excitement among the Indians and ee 
derable alarm among the white settlers of this region. 

indian runners came into our camp and told us that the famous lhidiat 
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‘ Gulany ‘Almighty Voice had come one of his tues year of 
wilderness, and that he was now going to “fight it out’ ie che 





























; scouring every nook and cranny of the North- West for his wherea' ou’ S. 
Scarcely did we think, on that bright day in 1897 when this news 
reached our camp, that this young Indian, hardly out of his boyhood, was 
destined soon to make the greatest single-handed stand in all the history o; 
the North American West. i 
Almighty Voice, giant young son of Sounding Sky and Spotted Calf (mj 
adopted mother), had two years before been arrested by the mount 
' police for killing a range steer that belonged to the Government of the 
North-West Territories. He had thought that it was one of a small he 
_ that had been given to his father. This occurred on the One Arrow Indian 
Reserve, fourteen miles from Duck Lake, Assiniboia, now Saskatchewa 
where there was a large settlement of half-breeds and a mounted- Bete 
post. : 
Almighty Voice had been taken to Duck Lake and placed in ‘the 
-mounted-police guard-house. One of the mounted police in charge of t 
Duck Lake Post, Corporal Casimar Dickson, Jokingly told Almighty — 
Voice, through an interpreter, that they were ‘going to hang him fo 
killing that steer’. The corporal did this ‘to scare him’, he said. But little 
did he realize the terrible effect which this innocent little joke was going to 
- have on this untutored young Indian. 
Almighty Voice was the grandson of Chief One Arrow, who led the 
Duck Lake Indians in the North-West Rebellion of a few years before, and 
_ the son of Sounding Sky, one of the most redoubtable fighters in this last 
rebellion against the whites, who was still looked upon by the monty 
police as the most dangerous Indian of that part of the North-West. 
Reared in the primitive adventurous environment of the Indian of that 
day, Almighty Voice had become famed throughout the region as a 
_ runner, a hunter, and a man of indomitable courage and independe 
_ Altogether, he was dauntless, resourceful, physically powerful, and 
during; a young warrior who could well justify the alarm which his 
reappearance had now aroused throughout the white settlements of th 
vast open territory. 
It was in the afternoon when Corporal Dickson told Almighty Voice 
“he was going to be hanged’. That night in the little mounted poll 
guard-house, which still stands at Duck Lake, Saskatchewan, 
_ mounted police chained Almighty Voice to a heavy iron ball and left 
to roll up in his Indian blanket and go to sleep on the floor of 
guardroom. Corporal Dickson was on duty to watch him until mid ight; 
then he was to be relieved by another ‘mountie’ who was sleeping upstairs 
Shortly before eleven that night Corporal Dickson decided t 
_ wanted to go off duty a little early, so he got up from the dimly I 
- table at which he was sitting in the guardroom and took the butt a 
rifle and banged the ceiling with it to awake his relief man. 
‘Come on down!” he shouted up, ‘I want to go a little early te 
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- ‘Allright,’ answered the other mountie. But instead of coming down he 
went back to sleep again. 

- After waiting impatiently for a few minutes, Corporal Dickson got up. 
again.and banged the ceiling, shouting to his companion to make haste. 
Presently the other mountie came down the stairs and sleepily took over 
the midnight vigil. The relief policeman walked over to a dark corner of 
the guardroom and looked carefully at the long blanketed form of 
Almighty Voice. He was lying there with his blanket wrapped around him 
from head to foot, apparently sound asleep. 

The mountie went back to the table with the oil lamp on it and sat 

down. Neither of the policemen knew this, but all during these 
proceedings Almighty Voice had been lying there with his blanket 

_ wrapped half around his head, with the exposed eye shut and the other 

_ peering out at them from beneath the fold of the blanket. He had seen 
everything that they had done, and he was watching every movement they 
made. 

When the relief mountie went back to the table, he sat there sleepily for 
awhile, and then his head started to droop. Down, down, down it sank, 

until finally his face keeled gently forward to the top of his folded hands— 
and he was fast asleep. 

This was the opportunity Almighty Voice had been waiting for. 

He picked up the heavy bal! to which he was chained, and slowly tiptoed 

- over to the table. Stopping just behind the sleeping mountie, he reached 
over his shoulders and picked up the bunch of keys lying beside his hands, 

and stooped forward and unlocked the heavy manacle around his ankle. 
With short, quick steps he made for the door. 

Once outside of that door, he knew that he was safe; for no one, white or 
red, had ever beaten him in a foot race. 

He sprang across the back yard of the guardhouse, and with a mighty 
leap cleared the high fence without touching it. He sped like a doe towards 
the Saskatchewan River. Six miles of incredible running brought him to 

_ the western bank of this broad, swift-flowing stream. Without stopping to 
get his breath, he broke off several heavy saplings and lashed them into a 
_ three-cornered raft. He stripped and threw his blanket and clothing on to 
this raft, and pushing it ahead of him, he swam a half-mile to the other 
side of the river. He resumed his long, fourteen-mile run, and before it was 
yet daybreak he arrived panting and sweating at the door of his mother’s 
_ lodge. 
_ His mother, Spotted Calf, is also my adopted mother, and that is why I 
_ am able to record the inside story of this famous man-hunt, which to-day 
_ is so amply dealt with in history and in the books of the North-West 
- Mounted Police. Spotted Calf and her husband Sounding Sky are still 
"living on the One Arrow Indian Reserve, at Duck Lake, Saskatchewan— 
_ mother and father of Almighty Voice. 







_ When Almighty Voice threw back the door of his mother’s lodge his 
first words were these: 

'*The mounted police told me to-day that ey were going to hang me for 
Killing that steer. They will never hang me—I will die fighting.’ 
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elbow. 


shouted after him: ‘And if I ever see you again I'l] kill you!’ 

























eh ‘Then he asked his ae for his is father Solna Sky 
his father’s advice before taking his stand against the ‘mol 
mother told him that the mounted police had arrested his father and t 
him to Prince Albert, where he was being kept under guard. Knowing hi 
war-like history and the power which he held over his people, the mountec 
_ police were afraid that Sounding Sky would start an Indian uprising if h 
were allowed to remain among his people. e 
Early the next morning the mounted police came galloping in from 
_ Duck Lake, to search the camp for Almighty Voice. They went to Spotted 
Calf’s lodge and searched every inch of the place—but one—for thei 
escaped prisoner. In a corner of the lodge was a pile of provisions covered 
over with blankets and buffalo robes. Almighty Voice was lying concealed 
beneath these robes with his eye beaded down the barrel of a rifle that 
barely pointed from one of the folds of the blankets. Not once did the 
mounted police go near this pile of blankets, which was fortunate. 
After the mounted police had departed Almighty Voice left the On 
Arrow Camp with his fifteen-year-old wife and made for the Kenistino 
Reserve in the North. He took with him a muzzle-loader and two horses. 
The mounted police, world-famous for their unrelenting efficiency as 
man-hunters, immediately dispatched Sergeant C. C. Colebrook and ae 
half-breed scout to retake their prisoner, cost what it may. 
North they went, along a fresh trail which they presumed Almighty 
Voice and his young wife had taken. 
_ One morning, as they were riding through a lonely stretch of the North 
Country, they heard a gun shot. Spurring their horses forward and 
rounding a bush into a little clearing, they suddenly came upon Almigh 
Voice in the act of picking up a prairie-chicken that he had just shot. H 
girl-wife was holding their horses a few feet away. When Almighty Voi 
looked up and saw the policeman approaching he quickly reloaded his g 
and stood waiting. At twenty yards he ordered a halt. 

‘Stop, or I'll shoot,’ he hissed in Cree. This was interpreted to t 

sergeant by the half-breed scout. he 
‘No,’ said Sergeant Colebrook, ‘I’m going to do my duty.’ a 
Again Almighty Voice shot forward a command to halt. ‘ Another step 
forward, and I’ll shoot!’ he warned. The sergeant rode on. ‘Crack! ’— 
bullet came tearing into his neck; and he fell forward in his saddle, de: 
Turning his gun on the half-breed scout, Almighty Voice said: 
‘I’m not going to kill you, but I’m going to mark you.’ 
‘Crack!’ barked his gun again—and a bullet shattered the half-bre 





’ 


The half-breed turned his horse, and as he dashed off, Almighty Voi 


The half-breed stopped at the mounted police headquarters at Du 
Lake barely long enough to acquaint Inspector Allen with what 
_ happened and then he spurred his horse forward. No one in this Cc 
_ has ever seen him since. ek 
_ The killing of Sergeant Colebrook marked the real commencemer t 

ag the greatest man-hunt in all the history of the West. Ana 
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as now ethined with a big price on his head, dead or alive. 

_ From this time on, until 24th May 1897—nearly two years later—he i is 
into mysterious oblivion by all books dealing with his career. The © 
mounted police force scoured the northern wilderness for him in vain. Not 
nce, during this time, were they able to pick up a sign of his trail. 

_ The Riders of the Plains, the official history of the Royal North-West 
‘Mounted Police, says: ‘During this period Almighty Voice never showed 
himself among his people, nor did he apparently hold any communication 
with them.’ 

_ But the inside story of these two mysterious years is well known by his 
father and mother, who are still living at Duck Lake (1928). And here, for 

the first time in any book touching upon this notorious episode, I shall 
‘give this story, 
_ As amatter of truth, Almighty Voice hid out in the wilds of the northern 
ilderness and made many secret visits to his parents during these two 
ears. For months at a time he would disappear from all human 
abitation and merge himself with the trackless wastes of the northern 
wilds; then on some dark night, like a ghost from another world, he would 
‘appear silently at the door of his mother’s teepee. He would peer 
cautiously through the flap of the door and then enter without a word, his 
ilent young wife always entering behind him. After inquiring for his 
father, who was still being held by the mounted police, he would drop off 
nto a deep sleep. Tired and worn by the ceaseless, ever-moving vigil of the 
unted wolf, he would remain in slumber for perhaps two days under the 
‘constant watch of his faithful mother. Then he would awake, eat a lot, 
alk a little—and then vanish again. 

Once when he came in from the depths of the wilds, his wife carried a 
ttle moss bag strapped over her back, and in it was a tiny brown baby. 
Almighty Voice, Jr., had been born to them in the wilderness. He is to-day 
an upstanding young Indian more than six feet tall, and the photograph 
eproduced here is of him and his twin babies, born to his young wife 
uring my last visit to him on the One Arrow Reserve, at Duck Lake, 
askatchewan. 

Finally, in the early spring of 1897, the mounted police suddenly 
hanged their tactics. In some way they sensed that there was a strong tie 
- between Almighty Voice and his father Sounding Sky; and so they decided 
o send Sounding Sky back to the One Arrow Reserve, and see if they 
ould not use him as a decoy to catch their quarry. 
When a short time later Almighty Voice returned to the camp on one of 
periodic visits and found his father there, the two of them went in 
ret conference. His father told me that when this conference was over, 
mighty Voice did not want to hide any more’. He went out and said to 
mother: 
he next time the mounted police come into this camp, I am going to 
how myself and fight it out with them.’ 
The mounted police had been right in their supposition; for a week had 
t passed when one of their half-breed informers saw Sounding Sky 
ssing a certain corner of the reserve at an unusual time of the day, and 
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; hel ine that ‘Almighty Voice was in n the ony, He wen 
_ off the police. : 
The next morning Inspector James Wilson, in charge of the Die ke 
_ Post, dispatched two mounted police constables and a half-breed scout 
- named Napoleon Venne, to ride out to the reserve and take their man. 
_ Venne, the half-breed scout, told me that they rode up to the big Indian 
camp in the Minnechinas Hills, and stopped in the trail in front of it and — 
got off their horses. They made believe that they got off to roll a cigarette, — 
but in reality they were scouting their eyes through the Indian Bago is Mv 
some clue of Almighty Voice. 
_ While Venne was rolling his cigarette with his bridle-reins thrown over 
his arm, his horse started to jerk excitedly. He pulled him up with a sha 
command, and started to roll his cigarette again. Again the horse jumped 
_ and snorted uneasily, and as he was about to give him another welt over 
the head, he heard a slight rustling in the bush beside the trail. But just as 
he turned to see what it was, a shot split the air, and Venne fell to the 
‘ground with a bullet in his chest. 
Constable Beaudridge and the other mountie picked Venne up and 
rushed him back to Duck Lake. 
_ When they had gone, Almighty Voice and two Indian boys who had 
_ joined him in his last stand against the mounties crawled out of the bush 
and walked across the trail into the camp. He was angry because Vane 
_ had not been killed. He told his father and mother all about it. 
He said: 
“We were lying there when they rode up and stopped. When they got of 
_ their horses I crawled a little closer to the trail and had my gun levelled at 
_ Venne’s heart, when my cousin here, Going-Up-To-Sky, said: “Let m 
_ shoot him.’’ I wanted to try him out because he was so young (he was onh 
3 fifteen), and I lowered my gun and said, “Go ahead, but take your time 
_and aim well.’’ I wanted to get Venne because he is a halt-breed and ha: 
_no business mixing himself up in this fight. I shall get him yet.’ 
‘Venne, who lived in a little halt-breed settlement on the edge of 
Almighty Voice’s reserve, heard this, and he fled the country anc 
remained in exile in the Yukon for fourteen years. But he is back now 
living in his old home, with his wife, son, and daughter. And he s s 
carries the large round bullet embedded deep into his chest. 
By a strange trick of fate, Venne now lives less than a mile and a hal 
- from the camp of Almighty Voice’s father and mother. One day I wa: 




























niother said simply and without any feelin of animosity : ‘It is a 
thing for that boy that my son did not fire the bullet that struck his fa 

or he would not be living now.’ That is a well-known fact; for it is reco 
. in the records of the mounted police that Almighty Voice himself 
wasted a shot. Until his final stand, he never fired a shot without killi 

__ The shooting of Venne aroused genuine alarm throughout the count 
for everyone knew now that Almighty Voice was in the neighbourho 
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ga ca iahep ne ae He was on hie war- ae in Neatly cat In 
addition to his ‘boy cousin Going-Up-To-Sky he now was also ac- 





and become a killer, and these two boys, according'to an Indian tradition _ 
of loyalty, had chosen to make the stand and die with him. With an In- 
_ dian, this means that he intends to get as many as he can Dette he is 
killed. 

_ The news of Almighty Voice’s sudden reappearance after two years of 
baffling evasion was received with grave concern at Prince Albert, forty 
_ miles away. At midnight that same day twelve mounted policemen under — 















companied by his brother-in-law Topean. He had assumed the offensive a 


- Captain Allan (who died in Vancouver, August 1927) set out on horseback 


_ for the Minnechinas Hills. At the same time another mounted police force 
under Inspector Wilson was dispatched from Duck Lake. 

Captain Allan’s party, riding past Bellevue Hill the next morning, 
noticed in the distance three objects moving towards a small thicket of — 
trees. ‘I see three antelope over there,’ one of the constables reported. But 
_ when they approached closer they were surprised to discern the naked 
_ forms of three young Indians, stripped for battle, with their bare, slick _ 
bodies glistening in the sun like the smooth brown coat of the antelope. | 
Captain Allan knew instantly that he had located his quarry, and he 
" gave quick orders to charge. ae 
_ The three Indian boys stopped dead in their tracks. Almighty Voice — 
_ stood and waited until the charging mounties had advanced to good firing _ 
_ range; then he opened up. The first burst of Indian fire brought down the 








two officers commanding the detachment. Captain Allan’s right arm was __ 


smashed with a bullet, and Sergeant Raven sagged forward in his saddle _ 
with his thigh crushed and dangling uselessly over the side of his horse. _ 
Corporal C. H. Hockin now assumed command of the detachment. ; 
Almighty Voice had now counted his fifth ‘coo’—one killed and four 

wounded. As the mounted police halted to take care of their wounded and | 

















peared into a small thicket, or bluff as it is called in the North-West—a 
clump of bush about a half-mile through, now famous as the ‘Almighty 
~ Voice Bluff’. His people knew that he had selected this bluff in which to 
ake his last, desperate stand against the mounties, and that he had no 
thoughts of ever coming out of it alive. . 

_ Corporal Hockin’s detachment, which stood guard awaiting the 
reinforcements that had been summoned, was soon joined by the detach- 
ment from Duck Lake. That afternoon this combined force was further 
reinforced by a command consisting of every spare man from the Prince 
Albert barracks of the North-West Mounted Police. a 
At six o’clock that evefiing Corporal Hockin called for volunteers to’ 
large the thicket. Nine mounted policemen and civilian volunteers 
iswered this call. 





Hockin received his death wound, a bullet in the chest. 
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reorganize their forces, Almighty Voice and his two companions disap- 


This was the most di§astrous movement of the day. The Indians, | 
rceiving their intention, were on the edge of the thicket awaiting their _ 
islaught. Scarcely had the fringe of the bush been reached when Cor he 





The rush continued, both Indians and raiders firing as fast as their guns — 
would shoot. Ernest Grundy, postmaster of Duck Lake, was the next to 
fall dead, with a bullet through his heart. An instant later Constable J. R. 
Kerr went down to his death with a ball in the chest. Fi 

One of the Indian boys, Topean, had been killed on the edge of the ~ 
brush, and Almighty Voice had received a bullet which shattered his right 
leg. Be 

Almighty Voice had now counted his eighth ‘coo’—four killed and 
four wounded. Five of the Royal North-West Mounted Policemen had 
answered the call to duty; two mounted police scouts and one civilian 
volunteer. All of these fine fellows of the North-West Mounted Police had 
gone to their Maker through an idle joke which a thoughtless fellow who 
had crept into their force had carelessly perpetrated on a young Indian, — 
who, according to some of the mounted policemen themselves, had in him — 
the makings of a good citizen of the early West. And, in justice to the © 
mounted police, it must be said that the man responsible for this, Cor- — 
poral Dickson, was immediately stripped of his uniform, dismissed from 
the force, and under guard was made to dig the grave of Almighty Voice’s _ 
first victim, Sergeant C. C. Colebrook. i 

But the real battle of this famous episode had not yet begun. | | 

The tragic consequences of these two disastrous charges brought about — 
a retreat of the attacking party, without time to remove their dead. That 
night, however, the besiegers tried to burn the Indians out of the bush by 
setting fire to it. But the attempt was a failure. 

Not until then did the mounted police realize the size of the job they had 
undertaken. A third call for reinforcements was sent out. A cordon of 
pickets was thrown completely around the thicket, to prevent the escape of 
the Indians in the darkness. 

That night in the Regina Mounted Police Headquarters, two hundred — 
miles to the south, a big mounted police ball, celebrating the sending to — 
England of the Queen’s Jubilee contingent of mounted policemen, was at — 
its height when suddenly the band struck up, ‘God Save the Queen’. Men 
and women looked at one another in amazement. When the national © 
anthem ceased, Colonel Herchimer, the commanding officer of all the — 
mounted police, announced that the sending of the Jubilee Contingent tose 
England had been cancelled;'that grave news had just been received from — 
the North Country. Whereupon he issued orders that every available 
mounted policeman was to start north at once. i 

This force consisted of twenty-five men, a 9-pounder field gun and a — 
Maxim gun under Assistant-Commissioner MclIlree and Inspector Mc- — 
Donnell—now Generai Sir Archibald McDonnell, of Calgary, Alberta, — 
Commissioner of Boy Scouts for Western Canada. Another detachment of 
reinforcements left Prince Albert the next day under Inspector Gagnon. ~ 
This brought to the field practically the entire mounted police force os : 
Assiniboia. C 

Added to this, hundreds of volunteers had been recruited and rushed tee 3 
the scene. A transport was recruited at Duck Lake, equipped with picks. 


and shovels and sent out to dig trenches and throw up earthworks, to 
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ble the ace: ‘s pdyonee on the bluff cease Gover ete | in case ee Ms 
had been the first two attacks on the thicket that orders were issued from _ : 


further raids. Enough lives had been lost, and it was realized that field — 
operations must now be adopted. inn: 
__ As the stillness of night crept over the field on that fatal Friday evening, 

i Almighty Voice shouted out of the bluff to the troops: 

a “We have had a good fight to-day. I have worked hard and I am hungry. 
ae have plenty of food; send me some, and to-morrow we’ll finish the 
fight.’ 

- When this message was interpreted to the mounted police they were 
struck with surprise. But it was the Indian’s code: fair fight, fair game, no 
bad feeling in the heart. It may be hard to believe, but Almighty Voice 

_ admired the dashing courage of the mounted police fully as much as he 
_ did that of his two boy companions. The Indian loves the brave, strong- 
fighting opponent and hates the weak, cowardly adversary. 

' Early the next morning a crow flew over the thicket in which the three — 
Indians were hiding. . ‘Tang!’ went Almighty Voice’s gun, and the 
crow dashed headlong into the bush, to be devoured raw by the hungry 
' Indians. One of the mounties remarked: ‘Isn’t it queer ? That fellow never 
_ wastes a bullet—something falls every time he fires.’ 

_ Almighty Voice’s old mother Spotted Calf had stood on top of the rise 
just behind the thicket all night, shouting encouragement to her son. 
| Through the chilly darkness she stood on her little pinnacle and recounted 
i to him the brave exploits of his father Sounding Sky and his famous 


























grandfather Chief One Arrow; and she urged him to die the brave that he ie 
had shown himself to be. a 
‘Don’t weaken, my son,’ she shouted, ‘You must die fighting them!’ 
_ From time to time the mounted police would search and find her in the 
darkness, and gently try to get her to go home. x 
_ “They said to me,’ she told me: ‘‘‘ You must not stay here; you will get 
urt!”’ And they would try to lead me off the field. But I could not. go 
ome and sleep when I knew my boy was in there.’ 
Now and then Almighty Voice would answer his mother through the 
arkness, informing her how he was faring. 
After the two attacks on Friday, he said, he and his remaining boy © 
lative had dug a hole and got into it and covered it over with brush. They — 
ere lying under this brush with their deadly rifles poking out to kill 
anyone who attempted to come into the thicket after them. Two mounted 
‘police lay dead ten feet from his pit, he said; and he had taken their rifles 
nd ammunition and thrown away his clumsy old muzzle-loader. 
- ‘Iam almost starving,’ he said. ‘I am eating the bark off the trees. I 
ave dug into the ground as far as my arm will reach, but can get no 
But have no fear—I shall hold out to the end.’ Ae 
_ Excitement had become intense in the surrounding countryside, as all 
aturday fresh troops were arriving on the field from Regina, Prince | 
, and Duck Lake. The whole population of MSE Ole (now > 
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should not be able to exterminate the Indians by shell-fire. So disastrous 


‘mounted police headquarters forbidding the mounties from making any 






Suskatctiewan) seemed to have flocked there overnight, ha Sa 
My friend Dr. Stewart, who still practises at Duck Lake, and who owns — 


the last gun used by Almighty Voice, was one of the two men who rescued 


the dying body of the gallant Corporal Hockin from the very edge of the — 
deadly bluff. Constable O’Kelly, the ‘Fighting Irishman’, discovered the. 
body with his field-glasses, and he believed that he had seen it move. He > 
called for a volunteer to make a dash with him down the hill and across the 
lowland to attempt a rescue. Jumping into a buckboard, Dr. Stewart, the 
volunteer, and Constable O’Kelly tore down the hill as fast as their horses 
could pull them. . 
They stopped right on the edge of the thicket, and Constable O’Kelly — 
piled the limp form of Hockin in the back of the buckboard while Dr. ~ 
| 
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Stewart jumped out and held the horses. Then they whirled around and ~ 
beat a galloping retreat. Constable O’Kelly had kept jumping to avoid the — 
rain of bullets that were directed at him, and was hit only in the shoe. But — 
not a bullet was fired at Dr. Stewart as he stood still holding the horses, in» 
easy range of Almighty Voice’s deadly weapon. The doctor attributes this — 
to the fact that Almighty Voice knew him very well. 

‘He could have made quick work of me if he had wanted to,’ Dr. 
Stewart said to me, ‘but he knew I was there only as a medical attendant, 
and he was sport enough not to take a pot at me. 

By Saturday evening the field guns were well in place—a 9- -pounder 
and a 7-pounder—and at six o’clock the first shells were sent thundering — 
into the thicket. 

The second shot got the range, and the next landed plump into the spot — 
where the fugitives were known to be ensconced. E 

The heavy barrage of bursting shells lasted for some time. When it 
finally ceased and every one of the one thousand mounties and volunteers 
stood breathless, wondering what had happened to the fugitives, a voice ~ 
came out of the brush. It was the voice of Almighty Voice. It said: 

“You have done well, but you will have to do better.’ ; 

Darkness settled quickly over the landscape, and a silence as sickening 
as the whining, thundering shells of a few moments before bored itself into ~ 
the very souls of the besieging troops. “Men heard one another breathing,’ 
one of them once remarked to me. Creeping in behind the thoughts of © 
their own dead comrades, came the half-sad realization that to-morrow © 
would spell the eternal end of the two creatures in the bush below, who 
had partaken of neither food, water, nor sleep during the last three days. ~ 
Right or wrong, they had displayed a quality which all brave men admire. — 

One of them also confided to me that he secretly hoped that the Indians ¢ 
would escape during the night and never be heard from again. 

No one will ever know what was in the heart and mind of Almighty : 
Voice during that gruesome, black stillness. . 

The night wore on, interrupted only by one mysterious rifle shot, which 
clipped the hat off the head of one of the pickets while he was lighting his 
pipe. The queer part of it was that the shot did not come from ‘the 
direction of the thicket, which will be explained later by a most unUSU, al 

‘happening. as 









118 















‘in the padaicht a group Ae ies blecsd to the sciniy by ae oe 
of the dead bodies, set up a dolorous chorus of baying; and their 
. yip. yip, hoo-h’ only added to the uncanniness of the situation. 
. Then another sound floated from the opposite hill—the hill just back of 
Ete place in which the Indians lay. ‘Hi-heh, hi-heh, heh-yo, heh-yo.’ It 
was Almighty Voice’s wrinkled old mother chanting her son’s death-song. _ 
‘I wanted to go in that bluff and take my son in my arms and protect 
him,’ she told me, sweeping her arms through the motion of a motherly _ 
; “embrace. Again and again she had tried to slip into the brush all during 
‘the four days’ vigil, but each time she was intercepted by the mounted au 
police. 
; _ ‘They told me,’ she said: * “You must not go in there; it would not be 
* nice for us to have to kill a woman.’ : 
3 ‘I was very weak that night,’ she continued. ‘I had had nothing to eat 
a for three days and no sleep. I did not want to eat while my son was star- 
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_ Presently a deep-toned echo of the old woman’s song came ghuridoeige 
- out of the thicket. It was Almighty Voice answering his mother’s death- 
- song to him. That was the last time his voice was'ever heard . 
_ At six o’clock the next morning the big guns began belching forth their 
_ devastating storm of lead and iron in deadly earnestness. It was obvious | 
that no living thing could long endure their steady beat. : 
_ At noon the pelting ceased. At one o’clock volunteers, led by James 
cKay (now Justice of the Supreme Court of Saskatchewan) and William 
Drain, decided to make another raid on the bluff. The mounties them- 
selves had been refused permission to make another raid, pine to their 
avy casualties. i 
On the first rush the volunteers were not able to locate the hiding: place 
the Indians. Well, indeed, had they concealed themselves beneath their 
vering of brush. A second charge, however, brought them upon the gun- 















Here, lying in the brush-covered hole, was the dead body of Almighty 
oice. Ae 
His boy cousin Going-Up-To-Sky was lying in the hole, wounded and 

ive. a 

According to old Henry Smith, the half-breed who removed Almighty _ 

ice’s body to his mother’s teepee, as he had promised her he would, one ~ 

the mounted policemen walked up to the hole and put a finishing bullet 
rough the wounded lad’s head. Perhaps it was for safety, but some of the. 





her mounties grew angry at this hasty act, and one of them said aloud: 
.man who could do that has no heart in him at all, and should be so 







. the fugitive in an effort to reach water. The bark on the 
unding trees had been stripped off and eaten. 
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The bodies of Constable Kerr and Postmaster Ernest Grundy were lying _ 
about ten feet from the hole. The dead body of Almighty Voice’s brother- — 
in-law Topean, who had been killed in the first day’s fighting, was lying on 
the fringe of the thicket, about twenty yards from the pit. 

The startling revelation that Almighty Voice had got completely out of 

the bluff on Saturday night, and succeeded in working his way clear 
through the pickets to a point some one hundred yards beyond the 
mounted police lines, was brought to light by the finding of one of his 
blood-soaked moccasins at this outlying point. A crude crutch which he 
had made to support his shattered ankle was also found where he 
abandoned it on his return trip. Why he got away and returned, no one ~ 
will ever know. 

But this surprising discovery explained that mysterious shot which had 
clipped the hat off the head of one of the volunteers during the uncanny 
lull on Saturday night. 

On a tree near the spot where the. bodies of three mounties had fallen 
there were some peculiar characters which had been cut into it with a — 
knife. When an interpreter was called to examine it, it was found to Be aaa 
sentence written in Cree syllables. It said: 4 

‘Here have died three braves.’ i 

Almighty Voice, before he was killed, had crawled out of his hole and 
carved this tombstone to his three last victims. It was a noble tribute to the 
courage of the three dead mounted policemen. : 

To-day this tree marks the spot where the North American Indian made 
his last stand ‘against the white man. 

Almighty Voice was named by his grandfather Chief One Arrow. When - 
he was a little boy Chief One Arrow called him Gitchie-Manito-Wayo— j 
Almighty Voice—because his voice was so loud and deep, sounding, as 
Chief One Arrow said, like the voice of the Great Spirit. 4 

Not so long ago I ‘took my adopted mother Spotted Calf out to the 4 
Almighty Voice Bluff, to let her look at the hole in which her son was ; 
killed. Though she was right on the edge of the thicket when he was killed - j 
and had spent all of her life just six miles from it, yet she had never in her — ! 
life seen that hole before. She said just before we started: 

‘I have never wanted to see that hole, but I think I will let you take me | 
out to-day.’ We walked the whole distance from her camp, six miles. j 

With us was the old half-breed Henry Smith, who had taken Almighty _ 4 
Voice’s body back to his mother’s teepee. With us also was Almighty — ; 
Voice, Jr., son of the outlawed Indian, who was born in the wilderness ~ 
during the two years of refuge. Now he was a tall, powerful young man of 
twenty-eight. And walking along beside him was his girl-mother, who still — 
looked young and pretty though her husband was killed nearly twenty- | 

eight years before. Then there was Prosper, Almighty Voice’s brother, a 4 
giant Indian standing six feet six inches in his moccasins—one of the i 
highest types of the present- day Indians in the North-West. 

When we reached the bluff, a half-mile clump of bush lying on a rolling, 

open prairie-land, we had some difficulty in finding the hole. And though X 
she had never seen it herself, fovea) Voice’s mother seemed to 0 know 
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hole she never came up to it; she stood some distance away. 
_ There the old hole was, about the size of a bath- tub—trees around half. 
' torn off by shell-fire—bark which Almighty Voice had eaten still missing | 
_ from some trunks—a short undergrowth starting to grow inside the hole— 


earings by standing on a low hill behind the bluff, and then directing us 
where to enter the bush, She came on in behind us, but when we found the ane 


_ and the famous tree, still uttering its mute sentence: ‘Here havedied three 


- braves.’ 
_ None of us had much to say; we just went around from place to place, 
xamining this and that, and thinking. 

It was a beautiful, bright north-western summer day. Under its peaceful — 
quietness, broken only by the occasional short, gruff cough of a wolf-dog 
somewhere in the distance, it was hard for us to realize that this fine, 
' picturesque stretch of bush and prairie-land once echoed the thunder of 
the North-West Rebellion and the cannon which wiped out Almighty 
Voice. 

I stood at the pit and gazed thoughtfully across the broad stretch of 
lowland at the rising hill beyond, where the field guns were put in position. 
Then I turned in the opposite direction and looked up the abrupt west | 
slope of the rise on which the bluff is situated. I could see the spot about a 
hundred yards above, where the old mother stood shouting and singing to 
her son during the four long days and nights of the siege. 

This reminded me to look towards this wonderful old woman, to see how 
he was reacting to her first visit to the scene since she was carried away 
xhausted on the tragic morning of 28th May 1897. 

I shall never forget the pathetic figure which met my eyes. With a_ 
eping grandchild strapped over her back, she was standing a little way | 
ack from the hole, soaking her tears in the corner of a crimson-and- 
low blanket. She never once looked towards the hole, nor did she 
proach it nearer than ten feet. She just stood there with her face turned 
ghtly to the side and towards the ground, with one hand quietly 
pping her eyes and the other picking aimlessly at the little twigs of red 
low which crept up to her waist-line. Her head was bent as if she were 
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man—lI am proud to bear the name of this lovable character who long 

© adopted me as her son. And my highest hope in the new life that I 
ye adopted from the white man is that I shall never do anything to bring 
shame upon that name—Spotted Calf. My 
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iamed of the emotions which she could not control. Wonderful — 


No More Roving 


All during the Almighty Voice episode messengers from other tribes had 
been coming into our camp to hold secret conferences with our chief. 
Some of the tribes wanted to rebel and drive the white man off the plains. 
These messengers asked our chief to journey to a certain point and meet — 
the other tribes in a secret council of war. One of these councils was held. 
It is well known to the Assiniboines and Northern Blackfeet, but it has 
never been known or recorded by the white man. And since some of the 
principals are still living, I shall not comment upon it further. However, | 
some day, when these old warriors have gone on, I shall write and leave the 
story for history. It will surprise many to learn by just what hair’s-breadth 
the North-West escaped what would have been the most terrible massacre — 
in the history of America. 

But it was the influence of Niokskatos, head chief of all the Blackfeet, — 
which persuaded the other chiefs to lay down their arms and let Almighty 
Voice’s stand be the last. 
Our day as free rovers of the open plains had ended. A few years later 
we boys were in mission schools, learning our ABC’s and how to hoe with 
our hands. How this shamed us: to have to work like women, when we had 
thought that we were going to be warriors and hunters like our 
forefathers. This manual labour so humiliated us that whenever we looked 
up and saw any of our old warriors passing the school, we would lay down . 
our hoes and stand still until they had passed. 

I used to go to my room at night and lie and think of the old days when 
there were buffalo and plenty of animals everywhere. . . . At that time 
there were a lot of old men, and it was nice to be around. ... Then I would © 
think of what my grandfather used to tell me when I was a small child. He 
said that some day the white man would be everywhere on the plains. I did , 
not believe him. He said that some day they would drive all of the animals 
away; they would put up fences everywhere, and the Indian would have to 
camp in one place all of the time. I did not believe him. But now I was 
beginning to realize that everything my grandfather said was coming | 
true—and I wondered if he could see it. ~~ 

But the new day is here: it is here to stay. And now we must leave it to” 
our old people to sit stolidly and dream of the glories of our past. Our job 
is to try to fit ourselves into the new scheme of life which the Great Spirit 
has decreed for North America. And we will do that, keeping always 
before us the old Blackfoot proverb: Mokokit—ki-ackamimat—Be wise 
and persevere. 
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Long Lance was a chief among the Blackfeet, 
one of the North American Indian tribes to be 
resettled on reservations at the turn of the 
century. He was a distinguished man in his own 
right, as well as a great leader of his people: he 
mastered the white man’s learning, served in the 
First World War with outstanding credit, and 
devoted himself to the welfare of his tribe in a 
changing world they did not understand. In his 
autobiography Long Lance concentrates on his 
early life with the Blackfeet, in the days before 
the white man came to destroy their nomadic 
way of life and threaten their very existence. 





‘Inevitably one is reminded of Hiawatha and 
Fenimore Cooper’s adventure tales when read- 
ing this new edition of a stirring life .. . 


startling accounts of dances, rites, famous 
medicine men of the past, battles, pony raids, 
great hunting expeditions in the Rockies—all 
told with verve and remembered with clarity’ 
The Scotsman 


‘This book rings true; no outsider could 
explain so clearly how the Indians felt, what 
it was like to be the loser of a war that was 
final, that left the Indians for ever a conquered 
people, the strangers in their own land’ 

New Statesman 
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